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FOREWORD 

God's trogerprints could not be missed when our headquarters was 
moved from the West Coast to Indiana in the mid-60s. A primary- 
benefit was closer contact with 75% of our OMS and MFM loyal 
intercessors and supporters. But equally important evidence of 
providential guidance emeiTsed with the vital gain of new resources 
and ministry partners. 

One such serendipity began with a phone call to my office. "Can 
you come home now?" my wife asked. "We have guests who watit to 
talk with you." 

We had known and loved Valetta Steel (Crumly) since her high 

school days. But I'd never met Joe Chitwood from soutliern Indiana, 

- who had brought a rather shy, unassuming Mexican couple. Joe 

quickly introduced Simon and Cecilia, then announced the purpose 

for their visit. 

"I want to join your Men For Missions Crusade group to South 
America " he said. "And I believe the Avilas would be a tremendous 
asset on the trip. They speak Spanish and have a wonderful testimony. 
"But jusi wait 'til you hear them sing!" 

To my "I'm ready right now," Simon and Cecilia graciously 
complied 1 don't recall the song, but could not have been more 
impressed with their excellent hannony and the Holy Spirit's obvious 
presence and anointing as they sang. 

Since that day the Avilas have added immeasurably to our outreach 
not only in South America but also all across Canada and the United 
States. Other oiganbalions, as well, have gained greatly f^om their 
ministry, through which thousands have been drawTi to the foot of 
the cross. 

A most unusual and endearing practice of the Avilas is to never set 
a price or request ofterings. Nor do they reject opportuniues according 
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to size of the crowd. Yet, without fail they give 200% whenever and 
"wherever needed." Always sensitive to the Spirit, they readily pull 
&om their broad repertoire just the right message for the moment- 
And tor any unforeseen problem or necessary change in the program, 
iheir cheerful adjustment is sure. 

We heartily tliank the Lord and the Avilas for the joy of claiming 
them as a part of the OMS/MFM fauiily, as well as our own. They 
have enriched, challenged, and inspired us beyond telUng, You will 
know why as you trace God's hand throughout the remarkable story 
awailing you. 

-Harry G. Burr 
Execuiive Director Emerilus 
Men For Missions International 
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REASONS FO^ Tfm BOOK 

A story is told about a minist^ wJw went to visit an old gentle- 
man, hoping to lead him to faith in C^lst for the salvation of his 
soul. ' 

"Sir," the minister inquired, "do you ev«r think of the hereafter?" 

"Oh sure," came the quick reply, "I think about it everj' time I go 
downstairs, to the garage, or into town. J keep asking myself "What 
am ] here after?" 

Well, because of the frequency with which I've been using those 
words lately, I began to write down a few thoughts and experiences 
from Cecilia's and my life as a couple and in particular as Gospel 
singers involved in evangehsm and the promotion of home and for- 
eign missions. My intention for doing this was for the sole benefit of 
our children and grandchildren, so that in the "hereafter" they would 
be able to read about their grandma and grandpa's faith in Jesus. 

After 1 finished writing the first two experiences, I showed Cecilia 
what 1 was doing. She exclaimed, seemingly shocked, "Oh Honey, 
this is goodl Keep writing. This might turn out to be a nice little book 
our ftiends would enjoy reading. They might even draw inspiration 
from the lessons we have learned in our hves and ministry." 

So, before we forget what we're here after, please read, laugh, and 
cry with us, We will share much more in our hereafter, in our Father's 
Kingdom. 

Simoyj and Cecilia 
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ON THE JOB JMAIMNG 

For whatever reason, when you staxid in line to go through cus- 
toms at the international airport in Bogoti, Colombia, you get as ner- 
vous as you probably would if you were carrying a suitcase full of 
crack cocaine. You know there is absolutely no njason to be afraid. 
Yett your heart seems to be in your throat wanting to come out. Little 
did 1 know there was plenty of reason to be nervous about this time. 

When my turn came forthe immigration officer to check tny docu- 
ments, he took a quick glance, ptished them to one side of his desk, 
and asked me to stand aside and wait. All 20 members in our group 
went through with no difficulty while 1 stood there awkwardly won- 
dering why [ had to wait so long. When the last person went through, 
he came around his desk. With no explanations whatsoever, and in a 
firm authoritative voice, he said to tne: 

"Lo siento mucho senor ([ am very sorry, sir), but you cannot stay 
here in Colombia." Then he proceeded to take me by the arm and 
lead me outside the building. 

By this time I was really getting scared. But 1 managed to ask, "Is 
there a particular reason why I cannot visit your country?" 

Again, noticing my agonizing state of nervousness, he matter-of- 
factly said, "Your papers are not in order." 

*'But, sir," I replied, "all our documents were carefully checked at 
the Miami International Airport in the U.S.A. We were assured ev- 
erything was in order." 

"Well," he said, "it isn 't what they say that matters. It is what I say 
here that counts. I am going to talk to the captain of the plane in 
which you arrived and have him take you to Ecuador. Maybe you can 
get your papers straightened out over there." 

By this time my nerves were really shot; I was having a hard time 
trying to think straight. I'd never been in South America before and 
now this man was going to send roe off to heaven-knows- where. 

"Sir, please, there are 20 other people in my group including my 
wife. Notre of them has any idea what's happening. May I go and at 
least let my wife know I can't stay here in Colombia? She has my 
l}irth certificate and other things I will probably need wherever I'm 
going." 
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"All right," he said, "make it fast while I talk to the pilot." 

My wife sensed in her heart there was something seriously wrong 
as I came ninning toward her. 

"What's happening. Honey?" she asked. "What's holding things 
up?" I could see concern and fear in her beautiful dark brown eyes. 

"I really don't know. Sweetheart, the officer says my papers are 
not in order; therefore, I can't stay here in this country. He says I have 
to go to Ecuador and 1 might be able to secure the documents I need 
there. Then I will be able to return to Bogota, Give me my birth cer- 
tificate and get the group to pray for God's strength and wisdom to 
guide me in the coming days." 

Harry Burr, our crusade director, walked back to the plane with 
me. He tried to reason with the immigration official only to find the 
ever-present barrier. "No speak English, seiior, losiento mucho'' 

As I boarded the plane. Many managed to ask, "Simon, have you 
got any money?" 

"No," I replied, "Cecilia has the travelers checks and they are all 
in her name." 

"Here," he said, handing me a fifty dollar bill which he hurriedly 
found in his pocket. 

1 feh sorry for Harry. In his many years with Men For Missions 
International, leading this type of crusade all over the world, 1 don't 
believe he ever faced this kind of problem. He was as helpless and 
frushated as I was, I am sure he gave me words of encouragement 
and hope. But I was so bewildered and confused, all I could do was 
mind the orders of the Immigration officer. 



It wasn't very long after this seemingly endless ordca!, tliat I found 
myself sitting in that airplane and flying more than 30,000 feet above 
sea level. Feeling sorry for myself and licking my wounds, I was 
having the biggest pity party you ever did see, Oh, the view was 
breathtaking as the plane soared over the beautiful Andes Mountams. 
Yet, my mind was reeling in confusion and utter desperation. Yes, I 
sobbed and complained to the Lord as a child would complain to its 
father. "Why, Lord?" I asked. "I came to work for You; I left my job 
for two weeks to come on this trip, and now You let all these things 
10 



happen. Besides, I don't even know where I'm going, or whether I 
will ever .see my wife and two beautitiil daughters again. Lord, where 
are You? I really don't need to be here. Please help me." 

Now, don't be too harsh on me for not being the brave and confi- 
dent Christian one should be during a time of boot training in God's 
army. I was a young believer in Jesus. I knew He had saved me, and 
1 was really excited about serving Him with my singing abilities. 
But, I didn't understand His ways as 1 understand them now. When 1 
was challenged to come on this trip to share my newfound faith, I 
couldn 't pass up the chance. What an honor this seemed to be for my 
wife and me. 



Wlien our plane finally landed in beautiful Quito, Ecuador, the 
captain promptly introduced me to the immigration authorities. They 
led me to a small office where I wa.s told to take everything out of my 
pockets. As they looked through my papers and the few things 1 had 
(My luggage had stayed in Colombia), one of the two officers in- 
quired regarding the purpose of my trip. 

"I came to Colombia and Ecuador to see our missionary friends 
working in these countries and also to share the good news of the 
Gospel of Christ with your people," t answered. 

"Well now," one of them said, "why didn't they let you stay in 
Colombia?" 

"They didn't think my documents were in order, and they were 
confident I would be able to have them straightened out here in Quito," 
] told them. 

When they sensed my nervousness and inexperience in dealing 
with this type of situation, they really began to harass and intimidate 
me — which they found very easy to do. 

"If the immigration officers in Bogota didn't want you in their 
country, why should we want you here?" the chubby officer asked, 
relishing the advantage he had over me. "Also," he continued, "there 
are some discrepancies in your documents that lead us to believe 
they have been forged. Furthermore," he emphasized, "for all we 
know, you may be a Cuban spy, or a terrorist here on a mission from 
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Fidel Castro or Che Guevara." {All this happened in January 1967. 
Cuba was busy during that time exporting communism and terrorism 
throughout Latin America). 

"The bottom Hne is this," said the other officer, trying to do his 
part to better enjoy the drama that was emerging. "We are going to 
have to put you in jail until we develop the film you have in your 
camera. We just can't be too careful these days, you know." 

In sheer frustration and helplessness, I managed to give my feeble, 
but under the circumstances, my most courageous witness to my faith 
and commitment to my blessed Lord. I said to them, "Gentlemen, I 
have given my life to Jesus Clirist. It is not mine, but neither is it 
yours to dispose of as you please. I believe that whatever you end up 
doing with me is going to have to be in accordance with His will." I 
didn't use bravado in my voice as I said these words. But strangely 
enough, It was then that my dull and fearful heart began to realize 
God was in all of this. That there was a reason and a purpose for all 
that was happening all around me. 1 wasn't over my fears as yet, but 
1 sensed deep in my spirit, as I recall, that none of this was an acci- 
dent or a humorous trick on God's part. 

After what seemed to be an eternal battery of questions and sense- 
less accusations, both officers left the room, leaving me with a news 
reporter who appeared to be more friendly than his two compatriots. 
"Cigarette?" he offered. "It might help calm your nerves." 
"No, thanks," I replied. Suddenly I began to feel a freedom and a 
boldness that had el uded me throughout this whole experience. "You 
see, sir," I continued, "1 was a literal slave to cigarettes for 14 years 
of my life. It has been only a short time since God delivered me from 
that habit. 1 really appreciate your kindness, though. That in itself has 
a calming effect on my nerves, believe me." 

It wasn't very long before my two "inquisitors" returned and es- 
corted me to another office. There an older gentleman examined my 
papers. Without saying a word, he folded them up, handed them to 
me, and then uttered the most beautiful words I'd heard all day: "Let 
him go." 

Needless to say, I was overjoyed, thankful, and dated to be free 
trom the hands of those who had the power to make my life extremely 
difficult, not to mention right down miserable. In my excitement, 
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however, I failed to notice that although I was now free to move 
about, those immigration officers had not registered my name in their 
records. Therefore, when Harry Burr and my wife tried repeatedly to 
find my whereabouts, the Ecuadorian authorities could only say, "We 
have no record of his having entered the eountty. Lo sienio mucho...." 



Cecilia was devastated, as one might imagine. The crusade had to 
continue with the schedule that had been so carefully planned months 
in advance. Up to this point in our singing ministry, Cecilia had never 
sung solo. But now she had to find not only the strength to bear the 
uncertainty and agony of our separation, but also to obey the call 
God had placed in her life — singing. He used her talents and the tes- 
timony of our situation mightily to touch many hearts in Colombia. 

Cecilia is one of the sweetest, most helpful, and loving people on 
this side of heaven. But she can also be a very strong and determined 
woman on God's earth. She has a way about her that when she says 
something, she does not expect an argument. She expects action, as 
Harry Burr was about to find out. 

"Harry," she looked at him eyeball-to-eyeball as she talked, "I've 
done everything you asked me to do so far. But I am not moving 
another inch from this spot where I'm standing until you go find my 
husband." 



The Mexican consul in Quito could not issue the one document 
requested by the immigration authorities in Colombia and Ecuador. 
Btrt he was most helpfttl in other ways, "Senor Avita, la sietito mucho 
for not being able to help you, but I know some missionaries who are 
leaching me how to speak English. They might be able to help you, 
I'll pick you up this evening around 5:30." 

"I will be ready." 1 assured Mm. 

Tliat evening I met .some of the most precious people in the world — 
some of God's choicest servants working at the powerftil HC JB Chris- 
tian radio station. One of the missionaries, the late Bob Savage, 
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personally welcomed roe and offered to take care of me until my 
wife and the rest of the group could join me — of all plages, there at 
the radio station compound. Our group just happened to be sched- 
uled to visit the station the following week. Again I began to feel that 
sneaky suspicion God had His hand in all of this. 1 didn't know for a 
while whether to be upset at Him or to be awed at the way He was 
teaching Cecilia and me about Himself and about trustmg Him com- 
pletely. How could 1 be upset? 

Of course, Cecilia's impassioned yet tender plea for immediate 
action was graciously rewarded. Unknown to her, Harry had already 
made a reservation for the next flight to Quito to search for his one 
lost sheep — me. 

It was now Sunday afleraoon, and I was returning from a singing 
engagement at a Baptist church. As 1 approached the station's com- 
pound, 1 could not believe my eyes. There, standing by the gate, was 
Hairy Burr with the biggest smile you ever did see. Harry is quite a 
handsome brother, but he never looked belter than he did that day. 
"Simon, we've been really worried about you." 
"You've been worried," 1 retorted, half amused at his remark. 
We hugged and shared with each other all that we had been through. 
He assured me of Cecilia's well-being and how anxious she was to 
see me. "Unfortunately," he said, "you two will not be able to see 
each other for another week. I have something 1 want you to do for 
the Mission, Are you ready to go to work'?" 

"Ready to go to work?" I replied incredulously "What do you think 
I've been doing all ttiis time? 1 have another singing engagement yet 
this afternoon. But yes. I'm as you put it, 'ready to go to work.' Tell 
me what it is you want me to do." 

"OK, OK, Simon, here's what 1 want you to do. I'm going to get 
you a plane ticket to the city of Guayaquil. Our Mission (QMS 
International) has a team of national workers over in Quevedo, try- 
ing to establish a brand new church. They are doing in-depth evange- 
lism and part of their strategy is to visit every home in the period of 
two months. They need help and encouragement. I believe they will 
appreciate your singing and personal testimony. The group, and 
Cecilia, of course, will meet you in the port city of Guayaquil in a 
few days." 
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Excited doesn't adequately express the feelings 1 had to be m a 
foreign country sharing about Jesus my Lord. Then again, neither 
does lonesome describe my longing to see my v^'ife and my gorgeous 
daughters. "AH in due time." I consoled myself, "ail in due time. ..." 



"Come and hear Simon Avila, a Mexican singer, this evening at 
5:00 p.m. at the park and at 8:00 o'clock tonight at our church!" 
shouted my newfound friend and brother. We announced our ser- 
vices through the streets of Quevedo with a portable PA system, 
"Come and hear the beautifiil story of how Jesus saved him and called 
him to sing for His glory. Come one, come all; it is all free!" Now, 1 
don't want to sound pretentious, but this brother seemed convinced 
that 1 was being a great help to the team and the overall ministry of 
planting a new church in this city. 

The week went by so fast that before I knew it, it w^as time to go to 
Guayaquil and rejoin the group. My heart was now torn with mixed 
emotions. I wanted to run to see my wife and the rest of the group, 
but I also wanted to stay a little longer and continue working with my 
new firiends. Yes, a new church was planted in the city of Quevedo to 
the honor and glory of God. 

■What a thrill it is to realize that God allows people the likes of us 
to have a small part in building His Kingdom in Ecuador. The many 
iessons He taught us of trust, obedience, and abandonment to His 
will were what we needed to learn. It was preparation for the life of 
&ith He subsequently called us to Hve in the area of Gospel music. 
Looking back, neither my wife nor 1, nor the family, regret one mo- 
ment of our hves in the service of our Lord and Savior, Jesus the 
Christ. We have gone back many times to Ecuador and worked in 
uncounted areas of the country. But, of course, my papers are now in 
order; I am a naturalized citizen of the United States of America. But 
we like to think that back in 1 967 we were where God wanted us to 
be and where we were needed for His eternal purposes. The lessons 
and the trials were added bonuses for our benefit. 



I 
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Duna Bestrit^e Zapata^ 
III isM unary; First Lady of 
('■uatemfllat DoRa Teresa 
ik Rios Mont and Cecilia 
at rresidential Palace. 



Working with Evangelist 
Luis PftJau in Mexico 





Radio ministry in 
Ouatfmala. 
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LEFT BEHIND 

This canH be happening to me, J thought. This is stuff for the movies 
or for some believe-it-or-not tale in a tabloid magazine. Thi s can't be 
real lift- But traveling with Louie Farina (not his real name), our 
pianist, anything was possible and probable. 

Louie and 1 were returning from a Men For Missions conference 
in Haysville, North Carolina in our small but quite comfortable motor 
home. The schedule had been hectic — singing at breakfast ralUes, 
raid-morning sessions, luncheons, evening services, and an afterglow 
rendezvous each night. Cecilia had not been able to go with us; so 
Louie and 1 had to work a little extra hard. Needless to say, I was 
exhausted. 

Before Louie joined us in the ministry, 1 had always done the 
driving to all our meetings. So when he joined us 1 made an effort to 
have him lend a hand at the wheel. It wasn't long, however, before I 
discovered his propensity to forget things. Now, Louie was a brilliant 
young man with an extraordinary musical talent. He had spent a great 
deal of his life in show business. But driving a motor home was not 
his forte; he'd forget where we were going or make the wrong turn 
on the road, etc. 

We left North Carolina and drove across the beautiful Smoky 
Mountains, The scenery was out of this world but my eyes and body 
needed rest. Finally, as we drove into the state of Kentucky 1 asked, 
"Hey Louie, could you drive for a while? t am so bushed I think I'm 
seeing double. I have to take a break before I go off the road and 
cause an accident." 

Louie was a carefid driver; he was just forgetful about a lot of 
tilings. "Oh, sure Simon, I'll be glad to drive; I've been sleeping 
since we left, so I'm ready to take over," was his enthusiastic response. 

"Thanks, brother, I really appreciate the help. I'll jusi climb up on 
the top bunk and rest for a while," I told him. 

He drove for perhaps a half hour before he awakened me with, 
"We're running out of gas." 

"Where are we. anyway?" 1 asked him. 

"We're near Mt. Vernon, Kentucky." he answered. "Should I stop 
there?" 
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"That*s fine," 

At the gas station I felt the need for a restroom. So 1 climbed down 
rigiit betiind Louie, handed him money for the gas, and went into the 
building. I wasn't in there very long at all. But when I came out, to 
my utter surprise and amazement, I saw ray motor home driving up 
the ramp onto the 1-75 freeway. Flabbergasted, 1 could not believe 
my eyes. I must be dreaming, I thought, I'm losing it. 

But it was true; Louie had left me behind. 

After regaining my composure, 1 thought, I'll give him 1 5 minutes 
to remember he saw me get off the motor home. If he doesn't re- 
member by that time, I'll call the slate police and see if they can head 
him off somewhere. 

After 1 5 minutes 1 called the police, but they were unable to locate 
Louie. He told me later he just feft so good thinking 1 had finally 
learned to trust his driving. Assuming I was sound asleep on the top 
bunk, he drove on into Ohio. 

The gas tank on the motor home had a capacity of only 23 gallons 
or so, and we could get only six or seven miles per gallon. Conse- 
quently, Louie had to stop and refuel somewhere near Dayton. 

He later said he had gotten out of the motor home at a gas station, 
used their restroom, and then returned to wake me up so I could pay 
for the gas. Except, 1 wasn't there. He could feel a panic attack com- 
ing over him at the possibility he might have.. . . No, that couldn't be, 
he thought, Simon probably went into the station through the back 
door. He looked for me everywhere, going around the motor home 
several times. Finally he reached two very sobering conclusions: The 
Rapture has taken place! Jesus took Simon to heaven and 1 didn't 
make it. Or, hopefully, I left him at the last gas station. But where did 
we stop last? Louie simply couldn't remember. 



When I called Cecilia at home in Michigan, I said, "Honey, you 
will not believe what Louie just did." 

"Oh, yea," she said, "just try me." 

"Well, Louie j ust took off in the motor home and left me stranded 
out here somewhere near Mt. Vernon, Kentucky, along 1-75." 1 ex- 
plained. 
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"He did what?" She practically shouted loud enough that I could 
hear hei clear across two states without the telephone. Then she went 
into hysterics. She laughed so hard she wasn't much help for a long 
time. 

"It isn't flmny, Darling," 1 muttered. 

"Oh, I am sorry, Hon, I just can't stop laughing: this is too much." 
she finally managed to say. 

"1 need to figure out what I'm going to do," I continued, "so call 
Tara (his wife) and tell her what happened; we need to establish con- 
tact with Louie. He might call home. 

Meanwhile, I am going to call the Men For Missions office in 
Lexington; it isn't too far from here. If Tom Gold, the regional direc- 
tor, is there, he might be able to come and get me." 



Louie and I had planned to drive thai day to Springfield, Ohio, and 
spend the night there with friends. Eventually Louie decided that he 
was really sure of his salvation and that the Rapture could not have 
happened without him going up with the redeemed. So, he decided 
to go on to Springfield and hope 1 would somehow contact him there. 



Janice Gold, Tom's wife, was able to find a mutual ftiend. Jack 
Black, to drive over to Mt. Vernon and take me to his home. It was 
humorous and a little embarrassing at fimes to relate my story to 
everyone I met. Before long it was well known all over the country 
through Men For Missions and CMS International, its parent organi- 
zation. Who ever said the Chrisfian life was boring? 

That evening I was able to purchase a plane ticket to fly home the 
next day. I would be home long before Louie would get there. That 
sounded good, almost fair. But, no, Louie didn't mean to leave me 
behind. As a matter-of-fact, after I finally made contact with him, he 
wanted to drive back to Lexington and get me that same night. Need- 
less to say, Louie feft so bad he wanted to pay for my plane ticket; he 
also wanted to know how he could ever make it up to me. 
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"Louie," I said, "this will be one of the highliglits in my life that 
some day may make an interesting chapter in 3 book. Bui Tm driving 
trom now on. OK?" 




Friend!! & supporters 

Claire and Lu Nussbaum - 

Orrvillt, Ohia 
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GUATEMALA WITH LOVE 

The cityvvide evangelistic crusade in Guatemala City was in full 
progress at the Mateo Flores soccer stadium, when a vivacious and 
extremely elegant lady approached me. "'Brother Simon, my name is 
Beatrice Zapata," she said. "I have been asked to serve as liaison 
tetween you and the president's wife." 

"I beg your pardon. Dona Beatrice, I believe you have the wrong 
person; I don't understand what yotj are saying to me at aJL" The 
puz2led look on my face was probably more revealing than my words. 
I had no idea what she was laJking about. 

''Oh," she exclaimed with a disarming smile and an understanding 
tone, "you and your wife are to present a concert at the Presidential 
House at 1 1 :00 o'clock on Thursday morning. Dona Teresa, the First 
Lady of Guatemala, is giving a luncheon for thirty of the country's 
leading and most influential ladies. I am to see that you have what- 
ever you may need for your presentation. Dr. Luis Palau, the crusade 
speaker, will join us shortly before noon, and he will bring a special 
message to these ladies." 

Actually, 1 still thought she had the wrong person. But Sister Zapata 
was so etithused and excited about our being able to share the Gospel 
with these precious ladies that before long 1 was caught up in her 
excitement. "This will be the first time something like this has ever 
happened in Guatemala. Isn't it exciting?" she asked. 

Now, I didn't know if this was a rhetorical question or if she ex- 
pected an answer. But I managed to interrupt her long enough to say, 
"Why, yes, it certainly is exciting." 

On Thursday morning, Sister Zapata gave Cecilia and me a brief 
lesson on protocol and promptly introduced us to Dona Teresa, the 
wife of General Efi-ain Rios Mont, president of Guatemala. Dona 
Teresa was most kind and accommodating, a very gracious hostess. 
Her regal appearance greatly contrasted her attitude of humility and 
Christian servanthood. "Wc will have two hundred ladies in atten- 
dance instead of the thirty we had planned." she informed us, with a 
rather pleased look on her countenance. 

The Lord once again blessed us with His sweet anointing and such 
lioly boldness that it wasn't difficuU to overcoine our nervousness, 
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fears, and apprehensions. After all, this was a once-in-a-lifetime ex- 
perience only He could engineer to reach .such a select group of people. 

Luis, often referred to as the Billy Graham of Latin America, 
brought a powerful challenge to these women, leading them to a time 
of decision. At the conclusion of the program, 53 of these precious 
souls came to know Christ as their personal Savior and Lord of iheir 
Jives. 

"Yes," as Dorki Beatrice had sitid, "isn't diis exciting?" 

SPmiTUAL RENEWAL 

During this crusade in 1 982, the atmosphere throughout the coun- 
try was permeated with a powerfijl sense of spiritual fervor and re- 
newal. One of the main reasons was their celebration that year com- 
memorating the first centennial of the Gospel coming to Guatemala. 
Secondly, their new president was a Spirit-fiUed man who openly 
witnessed to his faith. His unabashed love for Jesus and His Word 
was reaching "blessed" epidemic proportions within the Christian 
community. Believers seemed to be strangely motivated to find the 
biggest Bible they could buy and proudly carry it under their arm 
wherever they went as a witness to their Christian commitment and 
in support of their beloved president. 

The luncheon at the presidenrial residence was only one of the 
many extra-cuiricular activities carried out during the eight days of 
ministry at the stadium. Rallies were held at the mihtary headquar- 
ters as well as at promuient restaurants and hotels for business people, 
couples, men, and women respectively. There also were programs 
for the youth and for the children, plus a daily school of evangelism 
for those involved in ministry. 

Five thousand people responded to the invitation for salvation 
through faith in Jesus that week as a resuh of our eflbrts and, most of 
ail, the blessed anointing of the Holy Spirit. 

THE CLOUD OF TERRORISM 

For many years the dark cloud of terrorism had overshadowed the 
nation. Thousands of lives had been lost. Farms had been ransacked 

22 



and burned to the ground, cattle slaughtered, and crops torched in the 
fields. Terrorist bands stopped busses. The passengers were robbed 
and often beaten at the siightest provocation, and the busses set on 

fife. 

Anonymous telephone calls to the offices of Luis Paiau had threat- 
ened his life if he went through with the crusade as advertised. The 
threats were not taken lightly, so special security measures were nec- 
essary each night at the stadium. One evening, there was an electrical 
power failure in that section of the city while we sat on the platform 
prior to the service. It wasnT a prolonged blackout, but when the 
lights came on, Luis had been whisked out of the stadium into a place 
of safety in a matter of seconds. Such was the situation at that time in 
Guatemala. 

BEFORE TFLE '82 CRUSADE 

At the height of all this terrorist activity in 1981, Cecilia and 1 
were invited to participate in four different crusades under the aus- 
pices of the Luis Palau Evangelistic Association offices in Guate- 
mala City. In light of all the terrible reports we had received through 
the news media of bombings, kidnappings, and massacres, I could 
only commit myself to go alone. As it turned out, 1 was very glad 
God had directed in that decision. 

The tension was so overwhelming for a while, that panic threat- 
ened to render me ineffective and totally useless in the work God had 
called us to do. Some of my Guatemalan brothers, trying to be help- 
fiil, said, "Brother Simon, don't let the news reports scare you. Things 
are pretty safe here in the city; most of the terrorist activity is out on 
the westem side of the country." 

Well, that's a relief. 1 thought. Then I asked my "helpful friends," 
"Where are the crusades to be held for the next couple of weeks?" 

"Oh," they replied, "they're all going to be. ..on the 
westem. ..side.,,." 

As 1 prayed for God's wisdom and strength, 1 found comfort in the 
knowledge that a host of fiHends who support our ministry would be 
praying for me, and that Cecilia and the children were also praying 
for me back home. Now, when I say, "1 prayed," I mean, 1 did some 
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serious praying — desperate-like praying, it was a Peter-kind of prayer, 
"Lord, save me, fm beginning to sink." Sure enough, the Lord came 
to my rescue, impressing on my mind to stop reading the newspaper, 
stop listening to the radio, and stop watching the news reports on 
television. "Read My Word, son, keep your eyes on Me. Let Me take 
care of all the details on this trip. I am in charge," He seemed to say. 

'I AM IN CHARGE' 

In charge He was! As previously mentioned, 1 982 was a vety spe- 
cial year in God's calendar. It was a celebration on a grand scale of 
the first centennial of His Gospel coming into Guatemala, The ter- 
rorists could not prevail in thwarting the all-out plans of His church 
to proclaim His praises in gratitude for the gift of salvation through 
His blessed Son. God was about to do the impossible: 

By April of ' 82, the government was overthrown in a military coup, 
and the presidency was then offered to retired General Efrain Rios 
Mont who just happened to be an outstanding brother in Christ. He 
was held in highest regard throughout the country for his integrity, 
leadership qualities, and strength of character. The change that came 
over the land was nothing short of miraculous. Terrorism weakened 
its sn-onghold and the corrupt leaders from the previous government 
were fairly ttied in accordance to the laws of the nation. 

With this new freedom, the chtirch moved forward with all its plans. 
Local congregations enjoyed a time of aggressive evangelism and 
unprecedented growth. They worked in unity to bring the activities 
to a grand finale in the month of November, The crusade with Luis 
Palau was the culmination of all their efforts. On the last day, an 
estimated crowd of approxunately 700,000 people gathered at an open 
field. The crusade closed, as it is often said, "in a blaze of glory," 
literally! 

Cecilia and I were privileged to 1>b the guest singers for the cru- 
sade. "Dona Beatrice, it was exciting!" 



24 



HIS UGWT SHONE IN MY SOUL 

'■Believe on the name of the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be 
saved," thundered the young evangelist, trying to convince us to give 
our hearts to Ciirist. "This is what the Bible teaches, and we must 
base our salvation on what God says in His Word," he continued. At 
the end of each message he would give us an invitation to come to 
the front of the chapel and publicly make a profession of faith in 
Christ for the salvation of our souis. 

The young man preached with great conviction, and his messages 
were inspiring. The majority of the audience, however, including 
me, came from a non-evangelical background. His messages, quite 
frankly, seemed a bit confusing. In my Mexican heritage and tradi- 
tion, 1 had believed in Christ since my infancy, not out of personal 
choice, but rather by birth. I had inherited my religion from genera- 
tions past, dating back to the Spanish conquest of my country. I Just 
never questioned the veracity and authenticity of tny religion. The 
hierarchy of our rel igious group knew the doctrine and history of our 
church. As long as they knew, we just didn't feel we needed to bother 
with the details of our faith. 

When the evangelist questioned our belief in Jesus Christ, rather 
than responding to his invitation, I reasoned within myself. Why 
should 1 go forward? I have always believed in Jesus. I've been bap- 
tized as a child: I've made my first communion; I've read the cat- 
echism, etc., etc. If belief in Christ is all it takes to be saved, then 1 
must be saved. Why should I need to go to the front of the chapel? It 
all just didn't compute in my religious mind. Evidently I wasn't the 
only one thinking that way. Hardly any of the other students went 
forward as we had been eliallenged to do. 

Another message we often heard had to do with calling on the 
name of the Lord in order to be saved, based on Romans 10:13: "For 
whosoever shall call on the name of the Lord shall be saved." Again 
the message seemed just as confusing to me and to most of the stu- 
dents. Our parents had brought us up to always make the sign of the 
cross by bending our index finger and putting our thumb across it, 
thus forming a cross. We would place the cross on our forehead say- 
ing, "In the name of the Father;" put it on our chest and say, "the 
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Son;" then move it to our left shoulder saying, "and the Holy;" pass 
it over to the right shoulder and say, "Spirit." Finishing up, we'd 
place the cross over our mouth in a kiss of reverence and devotion. 
Well, to me this was even better than what these people preached. I 
didn't just call on the name of the Lord, 1 called on the name of the 
Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit. Again, why should I go forward 
to call on the name of the Lord? 1 did it several times a 
day.. .everyday.. .and everywhere. 

If you are an evangelical believer reading this book, let me ask you 
a question. Have you ever tried to explain the way of salvation to a 
religious person? It is almost impossible to convince them of their 
need to know the living Christ and persuade them they can have as- 
surance of salvation here on earth and a home in heaven when they 
die. Only God can convince them of their need. You might even won- 
der at this point whether those dear folks ever got anywhere with me. 
Read on. 



I was bom and raised in the old eotmtry of Mexico, back in one of 
the most beautiful spots in the whole wide world. My hometown is 
nestled in a picturesque valley along the Nazas River in the state of 
Durango. It is surrounded by majestic mountains that rival any other 
mountains in their rugged beauty and tranquility. Our only lifehnes 
were the Nazas River and the occasional rainfall that revived our 
hopes to face each year. 

My daddy didn't 1 ike working for other people, so most of his life 
he was self- employed; you might even say he was somewhat of a 
businessman. His business consisted of a fruit stand on Main Street. 
When things were going well he would add candies, sweet bread, 
and just about anything on which he could make a profit. During 
liarvest time he would send my mother and me to surrounding towns 
with a donkey loaded with merchandise, Mom would also balte bread 
and quite often they would send me around town with a basket full of 
bread. 1 hated to do that, especially when my school buddies were 
around. Whenever there were people near me, 1 wouldn't advertise 
what I was selling; 1 was too embarrassed. But when there wasn't 
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anvbody within blocks, I would holler at the top of my lungs, 'Tresh 
bread, just out of the oven. Come and get your bread!" 

Of course during the slow times between crops all of us lived on 
"lOU's." There was a lot of hunger, a lot of need. Our winters were 
hard, not weather-wise but simply because of unemployment. There 
wasn't much to do. 

Spiritually we were devout, as I implied earlier. Our devotion, how- 
ever, for the most part included only women and children attending 
rosaries, catechism cla.sses, and an occasional mass when the priest 
visited our lovm on special days. Men just didn't seem to have the 
need or desire to attend church; they were too macho. Besides, they 
had learned all they needed as children. 1 absorbed the teachings of 
our church with utmost reverence. In the deep recesses of my heart I 
harbored the desire to someday study for the priesthood. 

As I entered into my adolescent years, however, the faith that had 
guided me through my chi Idhood, came into deadly conflict with the 
scientific concepts 1 was required to learn in school, mainly the theory 
of evolution. Although 1 could easily reject evolution on the basis 
that it was merely a theorj', it nevertheless shook the foundations of 
my faith, An equally devastating blow to my belief in God and the 
church came as a result of my own flesh conspiring against me on al I 
fronts. I was now studying at a government-supported boys school in 
the capital city of Durango, away from restraints of family and liiends. 
The temptations that surrounded me were overwhelming. Needless 
to say, skepticism and unbelief were convenient allies that drove me 
away from the child-like faith 1 had known. I still believed that God 
was around but I couldn't fmd enough "fig leaves" to cover my guilt 
and shame, 

By the time 1 graduated from secondary school in Durango, my 
family — in search of a better way of life — had finally moved away 
from our hometown into Ciudad Juarez, Chihuahua across from El 
Paso, Texas. They wanted to live a little closer to what many have 
called "The prom ised land that flows with milk and honey," the United 
States of America. So, that's where I came to reside with my family. 
Unable to conflnue my education I hoped that opportunities for work 
Would be much iwtter in the city than they would ever be in my home- 
town. 
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What a fascinating sight it was for me to stand on the banks of the 
Rio Grande and wistfully gaze across the border at magnificent build- 
ings and obvious affluence just a few hundred yards away. 1 wasn't 
envious or resentful at the contrast between the two countries; it was 
just an awesome sight to behold. 

In the afternoons I would walk over to the international bridge and 
look at the tourists crossing by the thousands each day to shop for 
souvenirs^ eat at the fancy restaurants on Juarez Avenue or see floor 
shows at nightclubs all along the tnain area of town. Most fascinating 
of all was to hear them jibber-jabber in English. 1 had taken English 
classes in school but hadn't learned enough to understand when people 
actually spoke it, especially with a Southern drawl. "Dees ees very 
een-t-e-r-e-s-t-ee-n-g," 1 would mutter in my own accent. 



"Mi hija (my sou)," my older sister asked me one day (all my sisters 
called me son. 1 was the youngest in the family), "how would you 
I ike to leam to speak English? I know a school in El Paso where they 
specialize in teaching Spanish-speaking kids. I will pay the tuition 
for one year. What do you say?" 

1 was elated. "You really mean it. Sis? 1 would love to leam the 
language," I reassured her. "When do 1 start?" 

"Not so fast, kiddo," she said with a smile. "First we need to sec if 
we can get you enrolled. 1 hen we'll have to get you a crossing card 
so you can get past the border everyday, and a few other things we'll 
need to do." 

"Well, I'm ready!" 



The setting was Lydia Patterson Institute, an old mission school 
supported by the Methodist Church and founded by a lady named 
Mrs. Lydia Patterson. Their purpose was to teach Spanish-speaking 
young people the English language plus — more importantly, as I later 
discovered — to share with the students how they could come to know 
Jesus Christ as their personal Savior and Lord of their lives. 
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Of course, I really had to admire these people for their dedication 
and great personal SBcriflce. They were true professionals in their 
craft and undoubtedly they could have found other schools where 
they would receive much better pay. Teaching at LPl, however, seemed 
to be their way of obeying Christ's command to go and preach the 
Gospel to ever>' creature. They were there out of a sense of calling 
God had placed on their lives. 

The teachers and staff at Lydia Patterson were what I afl'ectionately 
call "one-track-minded sneaky Methodists." They didn't waste any 
opportunity in sharing their faidi and their love tor Jesus. They would 
get us started each morning with a devotional time. Twice a week 
they herded us oft' to chapel for a half hour, and no one could graduate 
from that place without taking a year of Bible study. It was a required 
subject. Now, how sneaky can you get! Regretfully, I must say, not 
too many of us paid much attention, or at least we didn't let on. But 
they were persistent and lovingly sowed the seeds of the Gospel in 
our hearts. Only heaven will reveal the harvest, the fruit of their labor 
of love. 



I was a good student, 1 thought. 1 learned grammar well and my 
vocabulary increased tremendously. But 1 could not understand why 
one of the teachers would always give me an F or a D minus in conduct. 
1 had straight A's in every subject but in conduct 1 was failing 
miserably. 

"Miss Harmon, how can you do this to me?" 1 would ai^ue, "If 1 
were such a bad kid as you think 1 am, how could 1 get such good 
grades; you're making a tcirible mistake." That just infuriated her to 
no end. 

Actually, we all loved to make life miserable for Miss Harmon. 
She was an excellent teacher but we were an ornery, mischievous 
bunch. We enjoyed teasing her until she did the only thing she could 
to get even with us; she' d give us either an F or a D minus in conduct. 
After graduation, she was one of the first teachers 1 went to and 
apologized. I told her as sincerely as I knew how, how much 1 really 
loved and appreciated her. She was sweet enough to beheve me and 
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gave me a hug. 

At the end of my first year at LPl, I was able to work through the 
suitimer months and save enough to pay tuition fees for a few more 
months. I wanted to learn English as well as 1 could and trj' tny verj- 
best to stay in school for as long as possible. My older sister, Cruz, 
carried the biggest load in supporting the family so could not help 
me any more. She just couldn't. 

Looking back, I have been able to see the hand of God intervening 
on my behalf at different stages of my life. Just when my savings 
were at a precarious end, one of my teachers approached me with the 
question, "Simon, you're doing remarkably well; will you be able to 
complete the program LPI has to offer? Is a college education part of 
your vision for the future?" 

I was a little embarrassed but managed to tell her I was out of 
money, and that that month would probably be my last at LPI. 

"Please, Simon," she pleaded, "promise me you won't drop out of 
school before you talk to me. Will you do that for me?" 

I hesitated for a moment, trying to swallow my pride and bring my 
macho mentality under control. But I finally said, "OK, Mrs. Grout, 
thank you for your interest in my education. I promise to let you 
know how my finances are holding up." 

Well, Mrs. Grout didn't waste any time trying to help me. She 
immediately talked to the principal and then to Ihe president of the 
school. I have no idea what she told them about me, but I was 
summoned to the president's office two days later. 

"Simon," the president politely addressed me while gesturing for 
me to be seated. "Several members of the faculty have come to me 
recently and spoken very highly of your academic achievements, as 
well as revealed your financial situation. I have made inquiries with 
our board of directors and am very happy to give you good news. We 
are prepared to grant you a full scholarship beginning next month. 
From here on you will not be required to pay tuition for the duration 
of your stay at LP(. We have only one request to ask of you." Then he 
paused for a second. 

"Oh, oh," my heart sank, "I'd bet he wants me to become Protestant; 
I just know he has strings attached to his offer. Or maybe he wants 
me to memorize the whole Bible." I couldn't imagine what he wanted 
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from me. But I couldn't have been more mistaken. 

"Simon," he continued, "do you suppose you could find time in 
your schedule to help us for one hour each day after school? The 
swdents leave a lot of trash during lunch hour and we are terribly 
understaffed. It would be a great help if you would keep the grounds 
a little cleaner. Will you do It? We will appreciate it Immensely" 

"Sir, it would be a pleasure to be of help to the school. What else 
can ! do? Just tell me and I'll do my very best." 

"That is all; I am happy that you will be able to continue yotrr 
education here with us." He gave me a warm handshake, a smile, and 
best wishes for a successful time at LPI. 

I was euphoric coming out of the president's office. If you can 
picture the man in Acts 3, who was healed and "went walking and 
leaping and praising God," that was how I left that office. I wanted to 
shout, laugh, cry, do somersaults, stand on my head, kneel, etc. hi 
essence, I was deeply thankful to God for His goodness to me. 

In the days following that interview with the presidenL I couldn't 
stop thinking about the kindness, the love, and the attention these 
dear people accorded me daily. For the first time I began to wonder 
what it was I didn't understand about the message they seemed so 
eager and anxious to communicate with us. I felt I was doing a good 
job in refuting tlieir theological aiguments, bttt I had no defense against 
their unconditional love. I was certain they knew I wasn't "one of 
them." So why did they love me? Why did they want to help me? 
Why me? Why, why, why? 

My inquisitive heart led me to observe closely their lifestyle. The 
way I lived compared to how they lived was as different as night and 
day. I considered myself to be as good a Christian as they were, but 
my lifestyle didn't reflect much of the teachings of Jesus. The time of 
what became a spirihial struggle for me was the late fifties. Rock and 
roll was in vogue and I became deeply immersed in it I enjoyed 
dancing, drinking, and ail that goes along with that type of existence. 

The Bible became an interesting book for me. I wanted to find out 
what made these people "tick" spiritually I read Christian books, 
one in particular by Dr. Billy Graham called "Peace with God." That 
little book, along with the Bible, and the holiness of life lived by 
those teachers and a few Christian students I knew, brought me to the 
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realization I was as bankrupl spiritually as anyone in the world. Wliat 
began as curiosity' to know the basis upon which these evangelicals 
built their lives, was slowly turning into a hunger in the depths of my 
soul and spirit, I needed to know the Christ of the Bible — the living 
Christ, who was no longer in the tomb or on the cross, but "the One 
who forever liveth to make intercession for us." 

Well, 1 was "almost persuaded." 

The Lord, however, had reserved "one last knock-out punch" to 
help me acknowledge tny need of Him. In Bible class I happened to 
sit by a young, gorgeous gal who stole my heart the minute 1 saw her. 
Her eyes were big, her smile so sweet, and two beauty marks by her 
lips further adorned her attractiveness. 1 mean everything about her 
was perfect to me. She radiated peace, love, and happiness. But, she 
had a problem; she was a very dedicated Christian. The more 1 found 
out about her commitment to Christ and her love for Him, the more I 
saw how wretched and ugly I was inside. She had walked with Jesus 
for more than ten years, and I would come to classes with the smell 
of cigarette smoke all over me — and many times with a terrible 
hangover. 

Cecilia and I became very good friends. She admired my ability to 
get straight A's in every subject, including Bible class. We bothjoined 
the traveling choir and sang duet numbers on special occasions. 
Somehow she began to see "possibihties" in me, and invited me to 
attend church with her. She'd been raised in a Pentecostal Church, so 
that's where she took me as often as she could talk me into it. Of 
course, what could 1 do? 1 couldn't say no. 

Finally God broke through my religious mask and misguided 
concepts and allowed the brightness of His light to shine through 
every dark corner of my being. I didn't like what I saw within me. 1 
didn't run to an altar of prayer or to the front of the chapel as the 
evangelist had encouraged us to do after his messages. But God peeled 
off the scales from my eyes and made me see my need of a Savior, 
the only Savior, His precious Son, Jesus Christ. He not only forgave 
me. He saved my soul, and gave me eternal life. He brought me to 
the point where 1 knew.. .that 1 knew.. .that 1 was one of His own, "To 
the praise of the glory of His grace, wherein He hath made us accepted 
in the beloved" (Ephesians 1 :6). 
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Cecilia ran from me as fast as she could — until she finally caught 
me. In the year 2003 we will have been married 42 years. But that's 
another story. 




The Gang 

Two back rows: Craig and Laila, Breftl and Lejj. Harry and Cheryl with 

baby Mnrissfl. Middle: Mttm. Pop and grandson -les^e. 

Boltom row: Simon 111, Pauline and Ericlc. 
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PARADISE LOST 

Cecilia and T had a storybook romance. Oh, maybe not hke Romeo 

nd Juliet or like Jacob wlio worked 14 years for his prospective 

father-in-law, Laban, to win his beloved Rachel's hand in marriage. 

But our romance was no less exciting, though our marriage nearly 

Ifeiled. 

LPl was an old learning institution founded in the early 1900s. 
Bven thotigh we had just gone through the decade of the fifties, much 
lof the old perceptions on adolescent behavior, courtship in particu- 
llar, remained unchanged. The smdents most affected by this view 
' were those under their direct responsibility, namely the boarding stu- 
dents. Cecilia was one of those "fortunate few." Holding hands was a 
no-no; hugging was out of the question; and kissing was a capital 
crime. You were better off not knowing what the consequences of 
that offense would be. 

Cecilia had come from Ithaca, Michigan, on a two-year scholar- 
ship to finish her high school education. Because of illness in the 
family and many other factors, she had been unable to finish her 
studies at home. 

When the teachers found out Cecilia was in "grave danger" by the 
close physical proximity to me (we sat next to each other in class 
I regularly) and we had been seen in deep conversations in the hall- 
ways, they became extremely alanned and very protective. 

It was rather interesting to watch the unfolding of this fascinating 
drama. On one hand, those teachers wanted to win me for Christ, and 
they went out of their way to love and help me. On the other hand, 
they were not convinced I had changed enough or "seen the Lighf 
sufficiently to trust me with "one of their own." They watched Cecilia 
I lite a Mother Hen looking after her little ones. The daily surveillance 
was from the old dormitory to Ihe bus and from the bus to the school 
in lite mornings. In the afternoons the sequence would be reversed. 
We could not have a date even at the comer ice cream parlor. But — 
as it has been .said in the past— where there is a will, there is a way. 
Cecilia could not have had any possible "ulterior motive" when 
she asked permission to invite me to attend church with her on Sun- 
days (chaperoned, of course). They could not say no. After all she 
was being a good "witness" to me. We still could not hold hands, but 
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we solved that problem. Under the pew we ''held feet" undetected. 
That little "morsel" nourished our romantic appetite and kept it thriv- 
ing through the week. 

(You may not get the absurdity of all this until you realize that 
Cecilia was 2 1 years old and 1 was 22 — in the latter half of the twen- 
tieth century, no less.) 

When in war, one of the most common strategies is to infiltrate the 
enemy lines. We had reached that point in our undeclared war of 
wits. Ceci had become close friends with one of the ladies who often 
chaperoned the girls on their shopping expeditions. This lady was a 
God-sent angel to us. When Cecilia needed lo "go shopping," she 
immediately volunteered to be her chaperone. 1 would be waiting at a 
predetermined piaee and join them. She then gave us stem instruc- 
tions, with a wink and a smile, to meet her at that same spot at a 
certain hour. Beheve me, we never disappointed her. The morsels 
were now complete meals. We window-shopped, had some real tacos 
across the border, and even took in a movie now and then when time 
permitted. We were sure there just couldn't be two people more in 
love than we were. The clandestine appearance of our "escapades" 
added excitement and a degree of inhrigue to our lives. 

When we finally became engaged, 1 bought my sweetheart per- 
haps the cheapest ring you could find anywhere. That's all I could 
afford; but the way she reacted when 1 put it on her finger, you'd 
think I had just given her the biggest diamond in the world. Oh, how 
she wanted to show it off to all her friends. Site wanted the world to 
know she had found tlie man ofherdrearns. Unfortunately — she could 
not. Our engagement had to remain a secret until the end of the school 
year. 

The culmination of our love brought us together at a quaint little 
Methodist Church in Beebe, Michigan, on August 26, 1 96 1 . Cecilia 
looked stunningly radiant and beautiful in her specially designed, 
satin wedding gown with a double train embroidered with white Span- 
ish lace along the edges. There, in the presence of God and a muhi- 
tude of friends and relatives, we pledged our love to each other. "For 
better or for worse. ..for richer or for poorer,. .for as long as we both 
should live." 

None of my relatives could attend the ceremony, but my older sis- 

36 



ter, Cruz, unable to make the long trip, had the wedding gown made 
by a seamstress friend of hers in Mexico. She gave it to Cecilia as a 
special wedding gift. (Incidentally, our oldest daughter wore that same 
dress for her wedding. Two other relatives have worn it, as well. 
Forty years later it is still as fresh and beautiful as it was on our 
wedding day). Two very special friends from Lydia Patterson, Joel 
and Rachel Martinez, came all the way from El Paso. Joei was my 
best man and Rachel played piano. Ma and Pa Gladstone, who had 
been instrumental in securing the scholarship for Cecilia to attend 
LPl. stood as my adopted parents, These dear iriends made it easier 
for me, so that J wouldn't feel as lonesome for my folks during such 
a special time in my life. 

Another wonderful couple. Ma and Pa Cooley, offered us their 
beautiful log cabin on Bear Lake, Michigan, for our honeymoon. They 
just moved out and said, "It's all yours, enjoy it." 

"Are we dreaming, Hon, or is it all real?" I asked Cecilia as we 
basked in the sunshine and warm, crystal-clear waters of Bear Lake, 
'T don't know." she answered. "If it is a dream, 1 don't want to wake 
up: and if it's reality 1 want to live it forever with you. " 



After our honeymoon, we had to return to Mexico, My student 
visa had run out and there was no feasible way to continue my educa- 
tion. 

"Sweetheart, do you think you will be able to adjust to living in 
Mexico for a vvhile?" I asked Ceci. 'Tt shouldn't take too long for me 
to get the resident visa we talked about before," 

"Whatever it takes, Honey, I'm ready." 

I felt sorry for Cecilia, having to do this. She had not been raised in 
luxury and comfort in the United States, but living in Mexico is an 
entirely different ball game. There are a lot of adjustments to be made. 
The water is different, food is cooked differently, and sleeping ac- 
commodations were far from ideal. There were five of us most of the 
time, but only two bedrooms. 

A tall concrete wall surrounded the patio, for protection. But there 
was no real privacy when you needed to use the potty. It sat in the 
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middle of the palio... without much around it. 1 recall finding Cecilia 
with a white sheet over her head sevetal times ss she used the com- 
mode. 

"Is thai you under there, or are you a ghost?" I hollered from the 
kitchen, 

"It isn't funny," she'd say. "If you keep teasing me like that I'm 
going to start bawling, and you're going to be in a heap of trouble." 

These living conditions didn't bother me much, but I knew the 
sacrifice Cecilia was making simply because she loved me, I tried to 
use humor as much as [ could but it didn't work all of the time. 

On one occasion, in the middle of the night, she tells me: "Honey, 
I have to have some blueberries," 

"You say what. Darling?" 

"I have to have some blueberries; you have to go get me some." 

"Honey, I've never seen blueberries in Mexico. I don't even know 
what they look like." 

"Well, you'll have to go to El Paso and find me some." 

You guessed it; she was pregnant with our first daughter. 



When we felt enough progress had been made in regard to my 
residence visa, I sent Cecilia back to Michigan to stay with her folks. 
Her pregnancy was very difficuh and we thought she might feel bet- 
ter in more familiar surrotmdings. We were confident it would not be 
too long before I could join her. To our dismay, she had to be hospi- 
talized shortly after her arrival. 

In God's providence and mercy, I received my visa in December 
just a few days after I had sent Cecilia home. 

When I arrived at the Greyhound station in Ithaca, my father-in- 
law was waiting and immediately drove me to the hospital . Needless 
to say, it was good to see my darling wife except for the circum- 
stances we were under. 

What a way to start life in these United States, one might say. I had 
not one penny to my name, no job, a wife in the hospital, and no 
home of our own where I could take her. My, my, my! But we must 
start somewhere, and when you start at the bottom, there is only one 
way you can go. That is up! 



My in-laws were most gracious in helping solve some of my most 
immediate problems. They wouldn't let us starve or freeze to death 
in the Michigan winter weather I helped Dad do chores around the 
house and in his shoe-repair shop, I shoveled enough snow that first 
year in the U. S. to last me a lifetime. Winters in the Midwest seemed 
harsher and longer back then. Both Ceci and I did our best to be 
heipful and in dilferent ways tried not to be too much of a burden for 
her folks. 

As tulips and daffodils slowly began to open the doors of a new 
spring season, faith and hope in our hearts sprang up, as well. The 
Wolverine Shoe Company, makers of world famous "Hush Puppy 
Shoes," gave me a job at their plant in Ithaca. I started making mini- 
mum wages with the possibihty of earning more in their piecework 
program. They also provided excellent health insurance coverage and 
a profit-sharing plan. The spring of '62 marked the beginning of mar- 
ried life.. .on our own. 

We moved out of my in-laws' home and rented a tiny apartment 
just big enough and cozy enough for the "three'' of us. We were now 
ready to enjoy the bliss, peace, and harmony we had envisioned for 
our marriage. Our apartment, small as it was, represented a minia- 
ture Eden paradise where God would walk with us in the cool of the 
day and provide all we would need for our comfort and well-being. 
What could possibly disturb our peace and quiet now? We were on 
our own to love each other, to know each other, and to grow together. 
For a number of months our Eden paradise was truly all we had 
dreamed about. We were both Christians, active in church, working 
hard, and preparing for our baby's arrival. Why did we wait so long 
to get married? 

Now, the loving and learning to know each other parts were going 
great, but the "growing together" was becoming a bit turbulent. Alone 
now, we didn't have to whisper when we disagreed. Nor did we spare 
each other's feelings much anymore. "Little foxes" were sneaking 
into our garden and threatened to spoil the vines j ust starting to flour- 
ish. We soon noticed our differences in personality, our character 
flaws, cultural backgrounds, and habits, etc. Definitely, there was 
trouble brewing in paradise. 

Cecilia and I are both of Mexican descent but brought up in differ- 
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em cultures. She was bom in Saii Antonio, Texas, and raised in Michi- 
gan. 1 was born and educated in Old Mexico. At my earliest opportu- 
nity, I made it perfectly clear to her that we should understand each 
other from the start, 

1 said to her, "Honey, look, I don't know a whole lot about the 
Bible yet. but I've read enough to know that God said the husband is 
the boss in the family and that you, the wife, are supposed to obey 
me. So, if I merely gesture for you to do something for tne, I want 
you to do it pronto (Like, right now). That's also the Mexican way, 
you should know."' 

She was quick to remind me, however, in a most emphatic way, 
"Are you forgetting we are not Jiving in Mexico now and that tilings 
are done quite differently here? I know more Bible than you do and 
the Bible says we are supposed to submit to each other in the fear of 
God. So, if I answer your gesture with one of my own, that means 'no 
way, Jose.' I'm not doing whatever it is you want me to do." 

[ don't think we were doing a lot of "growing together." 

I protected my macho image at the expense of the peace and tran- 
quility in our home. Cecilia, being the oldest in her family, had learned 
a great deal about responsibility while I knew absolutely nothing about 
how to run a home or how to be responsible with our finances. I was 
the baby in my family. Everybody did whatever I wanted. Now she 
wants to tell me how to spend "my" money? I was not ready to share 
my "authority" with her. She was too much of a threat to my "man- 
hood." 

Well, the "httle foxes" were now full grown. They were spoiling 
everytliing in sight — vines, flowers, and whatever little fruit we had 
managed to produce. The things the foxes didn't spoil, we destroyed 
with reckless abandon. Our paradise was in shambles and we were 
losing the desire to cultivate and care for it. Our paradise, slowly but 
siu'cly, was becoming a desert incapable of sustaining life. The foxes 
had taken over. 

Two precious things held our marriage together. One was our com- 
mitment to God or perhaps more accurately, God's commitment to 
us. Heaven knows we had failed Him miserably! Had He visited our 
garden in the cool of the day? Had He come often? Had He called us 
by our name and we had not been listening? Or did we even expect 
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Him to be involved in our lives? Was He interested at all, even now, 
10 help us pick up the pieces? Can paradise be found? Can it be re- 
stored? The other thing that held our fragile marriage together was 
the love we had now for our "two" little girls, Laila and Pauline. We 
could not bear the thought of seeing them grow up in a broken home. 
I must admit that while 1 was looking for ways to cope with our 
situation, Cecilia was busy looking for ways to solve our problems. 

Would there be yet another spring in our lives together? Would we 
see flowers growing again in our barren garden? Were the foxes 
permanent guests in our lives? Was paradise really lost? 

Read on. Pilgrim. 





PARADISE FOUND 

[ came home from work one day and found Cecilia waiting by the 
door. She practically snatched the car keys out of my hands as she 
flew past me. 

"I'll be back," she said, trying to restrain the flood of tears welling 
up in her eyes. 

"Fine," I muttered, not sure she heard me. 

She was gone for several hours but finally returned late in the af- 
ternoon. She seemed calm and even gave me what looked like a sheep- 
ish little smile. 

"Are the girls OK?" she wanted to know. 

"Yea, they've been pretty good, no major problems." 

"I'll make us some supper You guys must be starving." 

I didn't know what to say, and I didn't want to rock the boat by 
asking where she'd been. 

Little changes soon took place. The house began to sparkle and 
shine again. The dishes got done immediately after each meal; our 
clothes were washed and ironed, and the girls bathed each evening. It 
was obvious something drastic had happened to Cecilia that after- 
noon. 

As time went by, my curiosity got the best of me. I had to ask, 
"Honey, what's happened to you? You are different. I am not com- 
plaining or wanting to start an argument, but will you please tell me 
what happened that afternoon you left the house in such a hurry? The 
house is different and our relationship has improved remarkably — 
through no effort on my part. 1 must admit. Can you tell me what 
happened?" 

"Wei 1," she said reluctantly, "i didn't want to share it with you that 
day because 1 was afraid you might take it the wrong way; but if you 
really want to know, I'll tell you." 

"1 promise not to be offended or upset," i reassured her. "In tact, I 
need to make some changes in iny own life." I couldn't believe 1 was 
actually saying those things to her, but I meant every word. 

"I, uh," she began; 

I came to the sobering realization we could not continue to 
live together the way we were going. What had become a 
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power struggle between us, coupled with the myriad of 
obstacles in commiinicating with each other, paled in 
comparison with the sense of frustration that vms crippling 
me emotionally and spiritually. All our problems, 1 concluded, 
were rooted in the fact that the dreams, goals, and aspirations 
I had nourished throughout my young life were now 
completely shattered. I had lived in migrant camps as a child, 
traveled across the country from southern Texas (o northern 
Michigan in covered trucks, and worked endlessly doing fann 
work from sunup to sundown. Now, here I stood in our small 
hving-dining room, looking down on my two little girls 
playing on a dirty old hardwood floor. 

Suddenly reahty struck me like a bolt of Ughtning. It brought 
me oul of what seemed like a long, long coma. What am I 
doing here in this condition? It wasn't supposed to turn out 
like this; what had happened? I was going to marry a school 
teacher, have a lovely home of my own, and buy my own 
clothes. I didn't want to wear 'leftover' clothes from the church 
rummage sale anymore. Nobody was going to embarrass me 
again by saying, 'Oh, that's the old dress I gave to the church 
sale.' Things were going to be different for me. 

Yet, there was my sink full of dirty dishes, diapers on the 
back porch had been in water for days, dirty sheets on the bed 
hadn't been changed for a while , , . and . . . and. . .church 
attendance was no longer part of our lives for months. 

As my daughters played on, obhvious to the storm raging 

in their Mommy's heart, I knew I had to do something! They 

deserved better than they were getting. 

Cecilia glanced up at me several times as she related these things 

weighing so heavily on her heart. Pausing for a moment, she wanted 

to know if she should continue. 

"By all means, Honey, 1 am beginning to appreciate you more and 
at the same time 1 am feeling really sorry 1 haven't been more under- 
standing and helpful in our marriage. But please go on." 

Well, she eontinued, as 1 said before, we hadn't been to 
church for a long lime but 1 was certain God had not 
abandoned us, I knew where the answers could be found. So 
I called the pastor's wife from the church we had last attended 
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1 said, 'Sister Smith, 1 need help.* That's about all I could 
utter without bursting into tears over the telephone. 

To my surprise and amazement 1 heard her say, 'Well now, 
you live out in the country by North Star, don't you? That's a 
bit far. But I'll tell you what; if we get out your way we'll be 
sure to stop and...' Wham! t slammed down the phone in 
anger and frustration. 

1 was ready to give up, shuck it all, abandon ship, sound 
retreat, and turn out the lights. But 1 couldn't, and I wouldn't, 
and I didn't. 

I was convinced that Sister Smith had not intended to be 
insensitive or uncaring. 1 knew she loved us dearly, but my 
emotions were raw and my response To circumstances was 
unpredictable at best during that time. In retrospect, I believe 
the Lord allowed me to reach this point in my lite to see if I 
were really ready to receive His help. 

As I sat there by the phone, heartbroken and confused, my 
school Bible Club sponsor, Mrs. Marion Bush, came to mmd. 
1 decided to give her a call. 

'Sister Bush,' 1 said, 'this is Cecilia Sanchez (Cecilia's 
maiden name). 1 don't know if you remember me.' 

'Of course 1 remember you,' she interrupted in her usual 
sweet tone of voice 1 recalled so well. 

'I need help.' 

She didn't ask any questions about my problem. She 
simply said, 'Do you want to come over or should I go to 
your house?' Her words were soothing and refreshing like 
drops of rain on a hot stjmmer day. 'We need to do this now, 
Cecilia,' she said in earnest. 

'Now?' 

Thai's when you walked in and I grabbed the keys from 
your hands. 

tell me more, what happened next?" I was anxious to hear the 
story. 

As 1 opened the parsonage door, the rich aroma of home 
cooking permeated the entire house. There wa.s the 
wonderful fragrance of bread baking in the oven. The house 
was spotless. 

Sister Bush led me to a small, cozy sitting room. 

No sooner had I sat down, than I began to pour out my 
heart. 1 told her everything about my shattered dreams, my 
dirty house, and my turbulent relationship witli you. I left 
nothing out. 
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when I finished. I must have looked like a wet rag doll 
totally soaked in my own tears. Sister Bush gently took my 
hands and said, 'Cecilia, you know where the answer is.' 

1 fell on my knees as Sister Bush knelt by my side. I 
confessed to God all my troubles, my disappointments, 
laziness, selfishness, and self pity, 1 just told Him everything. 
1 was aware of the fact that He knew it all. ..but it was good 
'to east all my cares upon Hiro, for I knew that He cared for 
me.' I cried a lot, but they were cleansing tears. 

When I stood up. Sister Bush took both of my hands into 
hers, looked me in the eye and said, 'Cecilia, you know what 
you must do now, don't you?' 

^Yes,'l said. 'Clean house, cook for my family.,. 

'And what else?' 

'Oh yes, start my family back to church.' 

'That's right; and remember, I wili be here for you if you 
need me.' 
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As time went on, I noticed spring flowers starting to blossom in 
the garden of our lives. Love was beginning to enliven the wilted 
plants that lay scattered in the parched soil of neglect and selfish- 
ness. There was hope for us now. Paradise must be reclaimed. 

Cecilia had gotten our marriage started on the path of victory 
through surrender. Our old strategies of temper tantrums, intimida- 
tion, and all other sorts of psychological mind gatnes were now use- 
less. She just wouldn't fight back like she did before. She had al- 
lowed God back into our lives and it seemed as though He was tak- 
ing sides. ..her side. 

Now, I had known God well enough to realize that whsn He he- 
gms To do a work in us. He mil not stop until He gets the Job done 
(That's my own paraphrase of Philippians 1 :6). What a glorious truth 
this proved to be. His great work of restoration had just begun in our 
lives. 



When I left the Bush home 1 feh clean, free, with renewed 
purpose in my heart. 'Yes, my family must come first,' I 
whispered to myself. 

As I drove home I still feh the overwhelming presence of 
Qod all around me. So I prayed, 'Lord, I give You all my 
dreams. I don't need them anymore, I have new dreams. I am 
going to be the best mother and wife 1 can possibly be. 
Someday my children will be proud to caJI me Mom. Thank 
You, Jesus, for giving me a new beginning.' 

So, Mr. Avila, you are stuck with me, whether you like it or 

not, 'til death do us part.' 

I was speechless. I had always known the strength of character and 

depth of wisdom Cecilia possessed. This lime, however, you could 

have knocked me over with a feather. My macho mentality had just 

been deah a devastating blow. 

When she fmished explaining the things that took place that eventfiil 
day, she just scurried off to do her house work and left me standing 
there — pondering what I had just heard and beholding the transfor- 
mation all around me. 



46 




A series of revival meetings was in progress at the old Pilgrim 
Holiness Church in Chesanning, Michigan — some 30 miles irom our 
house. Cecilia and 1 decided to attend one evening, even though it 
was not the denomination with which we were afiiliated. We knew 
the pastor and several members of that small rural church, and they 
made us feel quite welcome. 

I could not help staring at the evangelist seated on the platfomi 
awaiting his tum 10 bring the evening message. He was tall and hand- 
somely rugged in appearance. His beard was down to his chest, but 
he had no hair on his upper lip. He looked to me much like an Old 
Testament prophet — very serious, pleasant, and extremely dignified. 

"1 think he's Amish," Cecilia whispered to me. 

"Oh, what does that mean?" 

"Well, you know the Mennonites that live in our area. They are 
'modem' Amish folks. Which really means that Mennonites 1 ike new 
stuff, such as cars and electric things. The Amish enjoy driving horse- 
drawn buggies and use lanterns and kerosene lamps to light their 
homes at night." It was Cecilia's simplest explanation without going 
into all the doctrinal details that separate the two groups. 
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I got the point, but I couldn't help teasing iny wife. "How long did 
it take him to get here from Indiana?" I asked her, 

"Just shush up and listen to the message." 

Rev. Stutzman was a different kind of preacher than I was used to 
hearing in revival meetings. 

He didn't shout. He didn't jump. He just brought hiis message in a 
low monotone voice that made it somewhat difKcull for me to con- 
centrate. Cecilia, on the other hand, was totally absorbed by the ser- 
mon and seemed oblivious to the world around her. Usually she would 
be fidgety atid bored under such ministry because of her Pentecostal 
upbringing. However, she didn't even notice that the service had gone 
on for quite a long time. 

When the meeting was over, I thought Cecilia would be anxious to 
go home. Instead, she wanted to go over to the parsonage and hear 
the man talk some more. 

"This man has something 1 need," she told me. 

"OK, Hon, whatever it takes." 

At the parsonage, with his Bible open Brother Stutzman expounded 
further regarding the Person, the power, and the work of the Holy 
Spirit in the life of the believer. Cecilia ate every heavenly morsel, 
every word tliat tell from this dear brother's lips. She was so hungry 
to know more of God and feed endlessly at His table. Of course, God 
was only too wiUing to provide the delicacies from His inexhaustible 
storehouse. 

Brother Stutzman's delight seemed to be the privilege to serve such 
a succulent meal. 

I didn't know if anyone was keeping track of time, but somewhere 
along the line they finally concluded the evening activities. But not 
before I heard Cecilia ask Brother Stutzman if he would consider 
coming to otrr house for a few days on a later date at his convenience. 
"We need to hear more about this," she explained. 

I thought, we? What do you mean, we? Sweetheart, you're the one 
with the problems. I know all about being saved and all about the 
Holy Ghost. Jttst ask me. Well, 1 beheve the Lord must've sealed my 
mouth shut so I wouldn't voice what I was tliinking. I am glad, 

Several weeks later our precious brother did honor us with his 
presence in our home for a period of three days. This was not unusual 
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ibr him to do as part of his modus operandi based on Acts 20: 20 (the 
Christian's 20-20 vision), which reads: "And how I kept back noth- 
ing that was profitable unto you, but have shewed you and have taught 
you publicly, and from house to house...." 

Each morning as I went to work, I would leave them researching 
the Scriptures at the kitchen table. I don't know if they ate any lutich 
or not, but when I rettmied home, they were still sitting where I left 
them. Brother Stutzman was truly a man of God. He was anointed, 
knowledgeable, and wise in things of the Spirit. He helped my dar- 
ling wife overcome deep-seated bitterness, resenttnents, old wounds 
that wouldn't heal, and hurts that festered her life continuously. One 
major obstacle she needed to hurdle was the indelible memory of the 
poor witoess many members of her father's church had shown dur- 
ing her adolescent years, "If this is what it means to be filled with the 
Holy Spirit, I don't really want anything to do with that in my Chris- 
tian experience," she reasoned. 

Major surgery was needed in Cecilia's soul and spirit, and Brother 
Smtzman had brought along the Divine Physician. Our old kitchen 
table became God's operating table. His soothing love and tender 
mercy were the anesthetic that helped her through the painful ordeal 
of dealing with her past. 

On the third day of his visit, our beloved guest said to my wife, 
"Cecilia, Jesus wants to do something very special for you. Shall we 
retire to the hving room to wail on Him in a time of prayer?" 

Our prayer that night was one of thanksgiving and praise to our 
heavenly Father for His redeeming love and for His manifest pres- 
ence all around us. Brother Stutzman invited Bob Cromwell, a dear 
friend visiting us that evening, and me to gather around Cecilia as 
she kneh in the middle of the living room with her hands lifted to- 
ward heaven. He instructed us to place otir hands on her head as he 
led in a most beautiful prayer of surrender to the lordship of Jesus 
and His precious Holy Spirit. While he prayed, Cecilia's countenance 
radiated with irrepressible joy and a boundless love the Holy Spirit 
poured into her being, "It was joy unspeakable and fitll of glory," 
literally. 

Of course, the surgery was a resoimding success. Her post-op re- 
sults were a super abundance of love, joy, peace, forgiveness, and a 
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freedom she hod never known. 

As we related ihis glorious experience to many of our friends with 
the Holiness Movement, they were convinced Cecilia had experi- 
enced what is known as entire sanctification. "Yes sir," they assured 
me, "she was sanctified holy." Our Baptist brothers viewed this as an 
experience of total surrender to the lordship of Christ and the Holy 
Spirit, But our Pentecostal friends were just as convinced that this 
was what the Bible called the baptism in the Holy Ghost. Curiously 
enough, at that time of trouble and tunnoil in our lives, neither Cecilia 
nor 1 really cared what the theological name was for what happened. 
All we knew was that God loved us and wanted to be personally 
involved in our individual lives and marriage. 

I must regretfully admit that even up to this time, I blamed Cecilia 
for most of our difficulties. She expected and demanded more of me 
than I was capable of delivering. This in turn, brought upon us the 
feelings of frustration and helplessness in our relationship that she 
explained earlier. When she began to search for solutions to our prob- 
lems, 1 thought, she needs to do that. 1 am OK. I'll help her find what 
she needs. When God brought Brother Slutzman into out lives I was 
the happiest man on earth. I rejoiced as 1 watched her enter into a 
deeper relationship with God. 1 thought. This is great, this is wonder- 
firl. 

"Brother Bob," I heard Brother Stuizman say, "Let us lay hands on 
Simon now, shall we?" 

Now, 1 wasn't expecting this. But 1 didn't resist as they approached 
and began to pray over me as they had done over my wife. Trying to 
be submissive and cooperative, 1 prayed along with them with my 
eyes closed. It wasn't very long though before I looked up at Brother 
Stutzman and told him, "You are one of the most gentle and godly 
men ! have ever known. You would be the last person I'd ever want 
to offend, but I'm OK. 1 believe God gave me all He was going to 
give me when I goT saved. 1 received everything by faith. Do you 
know what 1 am saying?" I was pleading with him to understand me. 
"O my dear Brother Simon, you will never be able to offend me no 
matter how hard you might try," he said in his usual sweet soft-spo- 
ken manner. "More important than my understanding you, is the fact 
that God understands exactly where you are. He will continue re- 
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vealing Himself to you at your own pace simply because He loves 
you and your precious family If you're OK, I'm OK, too," was his 
reassuring comment. 

In the weeks and months following Cecilia's mountaintop experi- 
ence, I embarked on a self-imposed spying mission, bom out of child- 
like curiosity to "watch and see" the spiritual metamorphosis she 
was going through. Not that 1 was having doubts about my own con- 
victions in regard to the Holy Spirit's work in the fife of a follower of 
Christ, 1 was just curious. 1 wanted to see the difference between the 
"before and alter" Cecilia, and I found that the changes were drastic 
and wonderful, 1 had never doubted her love for me for one moment, 
but it seemed as though that love had multiplied many times over, 
not just for me but also for life m general and everyone around her. 

Well, what could I say? My curiosity was gradually turning into a 
hunger to "personally" know God in the dimension Cecilia had dis- 
covered, My dubious spying mission had led into an intense scrip- 
tural fact-finding study that 1 hoped would satisfy and dispel my cu- 
riosity. Up to this point I was ignorant of the meaning of Jesus' words 
in Matthew 5:6: "Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst after 
righteousness: for they shall be filled." 

God In His mercy met me at my point of need one glorious evening. 
The spirit of prayer settled in a most subUme and tender manner all 
over my soul. My bedroom became the Tabernacle where the shekinah 
glory of God shone all around. From my knees 1 went to a prostrated 
position before His awesome presence. His love. His peace and His 
joy overflowed like "rivers of living water" from iny innermost be- 
ing (John 7:38). 



"Simon, Simon, where art thou?" 

"Ceci and I are watering the garden. It's looking great again this 
year, Lord." 

"Are there anymore Tittle foxes' around?" 

"Well, yes, but they are helping us now and we have developed a 
■population control" system. We are the bosses now,Abba (Daddy), 
Thanks for Your help." 
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THE CALL 



"Honey, guess what,] just handed in myquittingnoliceattheshop," 
I told Cecilia over the telephone, 

"You say what?" she replied, trying lo keep our two little girls 
quiet in the background, 

"We are now in full-time ministry. 1 just handed in my quitting 
notice at the shop," 1 repeated, hoping to sound brave and excited. 

"Well," she said after a short pause, "I believe it is the right time." 

Cecilia and I had discussed the idea of dedicating our lives ful ly to 
the service of our Lord in a ministry of music. But common sense 
and circumstances had held us back from making this all-important, 
hte-changing decision. How could we even dare think we could just 
leave the security of a steady job, our medical insurance coverage, 
and our profit-sharing plan at the factory? Besides, we didn' 1 have an 
organization backing us, had no formal music training, and had never 
attended Bible college or seminary. As a matter-of-faci, as we think 
back thirty-plus years later, this was one of the most foolish deci- 
sions a young couple like us could make at that particitlar time in our 
lives. But then again...we are so glad for the life of faith we have 
lived, for the friendships we've made, and for the millions of lives 
we have touched through our music. 

Now, making Hush Puppies shoes wasn't the most lucrative job in 
the world; but as our people in Mexico are prone to say, "It patfrijoles 
(beans) and tortillas on our table, clothes on our backs, and a roof 
over our heads." 1 enjoyed my work. I enjoyed the people 1 worked 
with, and I enjoyed being a witness for .Tesus tiuring those seven years 
in Ithaca, Michigan. 

So, when Cecilia heard me say over the telephone that we were 
now "in full-time ministrj'," she wasn't really shocked. We were ready 
to launch out into the unknown — not knowing what God had in store 
for our children and us. All we knew was that we were willing to say, 
"We're not much. Lord, but we're all Yours." 

I'd like to say that we were not scared, that we were really hold 
and daring when we took our first step in a life of faith. But if the 
truth be known, the words of the Apostle Paul in 1 Corinthians 2:3 
aptly describe our state of mind at that time: "And I was with you in 
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weakness, and in fear, and in much trembling," 



NOT MANY WISE, MIGHTY, 
OR NOBLE AEE CALLED 

The last three-and-a-half years I worked at that shoe factory, I sang 
Gospel songs at our local church at the request of our pastor, the 
Reverend Earl Van Sipe, His initial approach was, "Brother Simon, 
you really have a good voice (he meant loud), how about singing a 
solo next Sunday?" 

"Pastor," I answered, "1 can't read notes, but 1 love to sing. If the 
pianist can follow me, I'd be happy to oblige. I just sing the way 1 
feel the message of the song." 

"No problem," he assured me. "My wife will piay for you. If you 
go too fast, she' 11 catch up with you and if you slow down, she' II wait 
for you." This is how our ministry began. 

I must say there was not the slightest hint then that 1 would ever 
entertain the thought of foil-time ministry in music. My wife, how- 
ever, saw something much different through her spirimal eyes. 

We attended a concert at the First Church of God in Alma, Michi- 
gan that featured the talented singer Doug Oldham, accomp^ed by 
young Bill Gaither at the piano. It was at that concert that God put a 
vision on Cecilia's heart that one day He would be using me in a 
similar ministry. Little did she know she was seeing only half of the 
pichire. She was the other half 

Cecilia joined me evenmally as different churches began calling 
us to sing for their revival meetings. 'We weren't fancy; we didn't 
know how to be fancy. Wejust sang straight from the heart, and people 
must have liked it because they kept inviting us back. Soon our sched- 
ule began to fill. 'We were in church about every night of the week 
and were traveling farther and farther away. We didn't charge any fee 
for our singing; maybe that's why they kept calling us. Bm they al- 
ways took a love offering, which covered our travel expenses and a 
small salaty for a young pianist who helped us during those early 
days. 

Many people who have heard us sing often comment: " It is so 
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nice to watch you two hold hands when you sing; you seem to ht so 
in love with each other" Actually, yes, my wife and I love each other 
a whole lot, and we love to hold hands. But when we began our 
ministry, we held hands because we were scared to death. We liter- 
ally "held each other up." At times I think God didn't really call us 
into this minisUy. He more or less pushed us into it to play a trick on 
(confound) "the wise, the mighty, and the noble," 

DEPENDENT OW HIM 

In our musical repertoire vve included songs and choruses such as 
"Prayer Is The Key To Heaven (But faith unlocks the door)," and 
"Faith In God Can Move A Mighty Mountain." All of them empha- 
sized the walk of faith believers are to follow. So, now in our new 
lifestyle it became a matter of "Live what you preach, S imon; does it 
really work?" 

The Apostle Peter had walked on water for a short distance (Mat- 
thew 14:29-31), until his faith wavered and he began to sink. He 
promptly cried out to Jesus, "Lord, save me." Immediately Jesus 
stretched forth His hand and brought him to the safety of the ship. 
The story plainly illustrates the importance of sustained faith for 
Peter's predicament, ki our case, however, there was no ship wait- 
ing. We were to live in the water with a faith no stronger than Peter's. 
The times when we have doubted, when we have miserably faltered 
in our faith, we have cried out louder than Peter ever did, "Lord, save 
us." And, yes, He was aUvnys there to keep us from sinking. But then 
He says, "Just keep on walking, even when there is no rescue ship. 
This is your life; but be not afraid. I'm watching over you through the 
calm or through the storm. I will never leave you nor forsake you." 

Does it work? You have His personal guarantee and our proof of 
walking on the water, depending on Him every step we took for over 
thirty years. 

On one occasion a friend of ours. Evangelist Lnz Gonzalez, chal- 
lenged me to join his organization and reach out to our Spanish-speak- 
ing people with the Gospel of Christ. "Simon," he said, "the sky is 
the limit for us; we can make an impact for the Lord throughout Latin 
America. Will you join me? We will draw equal salaries from our 
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evangelistic association, and I am convinced God will honor our ef- 
forts. Whal do you say?" 

Brother Luz is a tremendously gifted evangelist, a motivator and 
an excellent fundraiser. Our association thrived under his leadership 
Many churches readily respoi5ded to his pleas for support and fi- 
nances always abounded to carry out the ministry and draw our sala- 
ries in a consistent business-like manner, 

One day, out of the blue, my oldest daughter. Lai la. a teen-ager by 
this time, rocked the little comfortable "ship- 1 had found for myself 
1 was counting on Brother Luz's faith and natural abilities to lead our 
organization. She needed a new dress for some school function and 
wejust couldn't afford it at the time. In utter consternation and fright- 
ening honesty she declared to her Mom: "I just don't Jike Daddy 
drawing a fixed salary. I liked it better when we lived by faith and 
had to pray in everything we needed. But now, if we need something 
and we can't afford it. we just don't get it; that's no fair'" She was 
emphatic, to say the least. 

-'Wow!" I didn't think my daughter could define faith bv quotinp 
Hebrews 1 1 : 1 , but she had understood the basics of living in tlie water 
with no safety -ship"— only Jesus watching over us. 

After two years of successful ministiy with Brother Luz, Cecilia 
and 1 went back to working on oiu- own. fn 197S we founded Latin 
American Ministries Inc., which operates on the same basis as its 
tounders. It is always on the water depending on God, We have on 
occasion worked with Brother Luz and still appreciate his ff iendship 
as well as the work he continues to do throughout Latm America. 

DEFINING THE CALL 

Not long after we began to sing, the sobering realization dawned 
on our hearts and minds that singing was not the real call God had 
placed on our lives. Singing was to be a means to an end, a preciou, 
tool for taking the Good News of His love to the ends of the earth 
What an awesome discovery, and what a humbling responsibility 

Whedier it ,s m a citywide evangelistic crusade somewhere in 
Ouateraala, or at a concert in some small church in the boonies I 
pray...! meditate...! pace the floor. In short, 1 am a basket case before 
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each service. I want every song we sing to count. I want the message 
of every song to speak to a lost soul in our audience. I want our songs 
to encourage, strengthen, and inspire any believer needing ministry 
from our Lord. Now, some people may call those agonizing moments 
before each performaiice an "extreme case of nerves," while others 
will call it "inlensily." I'll settle for "nervous intensity." It is, never- 
thele.ss, an exhilarating feeling; it is a true sacrifice of praise from 
our hearts. It is His strength being made perfect in our weakness. 
It isn't our call; it is His calling. 
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IN HIS PRESENCE 

How awespme it is to bask in the manifest presence of Ood, to 
enjoy times of refreshing, renewai, comfort, and assurance. 

Cecilia and I were living in Midland, Michigan, when we received 
advertising material from our good friend Lou Geralds, coordinator 
and promoter of the Bill Gaither Trio concerts in our area. A big 
concert was to be held at the Central Michigan University Warner 
Auditorium, featuring the Gaithers, the Slaughters and soloist Doug 
Oldham. 

These singers had been the cream of the crop in Gospel music for 
many years. Not only had they been some of the most talented sing- 
ers, but also some of the most prolific songwriters in recent history. 
Many of Bill and Gloria Gaither's songs have become classics and 
will be sung for generations to come. Doug and the Slaughters have 
also written beautiful songs used in many churches and concert halls 
around the country. 

Of course, tickets to the concert were at a premium- We had to get 
oujs weeks ui advance. This was our first time to an event of this 
magnitude and we were anxious to hear these giants in the Gospel 
music field. We wanted to watch, hear, and learn all we possibly 
could from the "masters" in presenfing the Gospel etTectively through 
music. We were indeed fortunate to secure our tickets, and could 
hardly wait to be there. 



The place was packed to capacity. You could not put one more 
person in that building — big as it was. As we elbowed our way through 
the crowd we ran into many friends we had sung with in churches 
atid school auditorium-s throughout the state of Michigan. We all 
shared the same sense of expectancy. The atmosphere was chained 
with excitement and a consciousness in our spirit that we were in for 
a great blessing that night. 

The moment had arrived. The master of ceremonies welcomed 
those m attendance. Then he proceeded to introduce a local pastor to 
open the program with prayer and dedicate the evening activities to 
59 



the One in whose name we had gathered to worship Bnd exalt. 

"And now, ladies and gentlemen, the moment we've all been wait- 
ing for," the M. C. enthusiastically proclaimed over the public ad- 
dress system. "Please give a great Central Michigan welcome to 
the. ..." His words were hterally drowned out by thunderous applause 
mixed with the shouts of 'Amen, Alleluia, and Praise the Lord." 
What a moment it was! 

The inimitable harmony of the Bill Gaither Trio (Bill, Gloria, and 
Danny), their unique style, humor, and unquestionable spirituality 
"brought the glor)' down," as some people often say. One moment 
they had us laughing so hard my stomach ached; the next moment we 
would be lifting our hands toward heaven in praise and adoration to 
God. And still another moment their personal stories and biblical 
accounts had us crying all over the place. 

The Slaughters (Heni>- and Hazel) did likewise. Henry delighted 
the audience with his personal renditions of old hymns at the piano, 
done in classical, Southern Gospel, soul, and rock styles. What a 
blast! Then he and Hazel blended their rich voices in such a beautiful 
way that Ceci and ] just looked at each other— green with envy— and 
managed to gasp, "Wow!" Then Hazel, with that deep alto voice 
brought us to a new realization of our calling in Christ with her song. 
"Looking Through His Eyes." My, my. how much more could we 
stand? 

Now it was Doug's turn. The big, warm ,ind fuzzy Teddy Bear. 
Doug Oldham, with his incomparable style and silky'smooth voice 
blessed us with, "Thanks To Calvary I Don't Live Here Anymore" 
and many others of his signature songs. His sweet spirit and ever- 
present smile just lifi you into the very presence of that Special One 
he sings about. Seeing that big hunk of a man (he weighs a little more 
than I do) choke in tears of emotion, you can't help but shed tears of 
youi own — cleansing, happy tears. 

Warner Auditorium had been transformed into a Tabernacle where 
the presence and glory of God flowed in billows of blessing, wor- 
ship, and praise, Even those in attendance from traditional, staid con- 
gregations timidly raised their hands almost as high as their shoul- 
ders. Others who were used to a more demonstrative type of worship 
gave fljll sway to their being as they worshipped the same God, Cre- 
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ator of all, and Lover of all who worship Him in Spirit and in truth. 

Time stood still. We had been there for a long while, but it was 
now intermission time and nobody wanted to stop. We wanted it to 
go on and on. Soon, however, we realized the wisdom of intermis- 
sions, as nature subtly reminded us of the necessity to take a break. 

In the foyer and hallways we kept running into many friends to 
whom we had ministered throughout Central Michigan. It was so 
good to be there and together enjoy an evening of such tremendous 
blessing. 

Then. ..suddenly. ..from somewhere, I heard a voice calling my name. 
"Simon," this fi-iend shouted, "Lou Geralds is looking for you." Then 
he turned and shouted in the other direction, "Hey, Lou, Simon and 
Cecilia are over here." 

Lou, nearly out of breath, elbowed his way to where we stood. 
"Simon, a lot of people are asking if you and Cecilia could possibly 
sing a song after intermission; 1 checked with Bill and he said that 
would be just fine. Will you do it?" 

"Calm down, Lou," I suggested. "Let me hear you say that again. I 
don't think I heard what 1 just heard." 

"Will you guys sing a song after intermission? I need to know 
right away," he urged. 

"Well, uh, uh, 1 guess we could," I heard myself say, 

Cecilia got so shook up and nervous at the news, she began cough- 
ing uncontrollably. 

"I just can't do it," she said, "You'll have to sing solo; I've got a 
cough, 1 can't sing," 

"But Honey, you haven't had a cough in months, it's j ust ner%'es," 
I told her. "You'll be just fine." 

"Well, uh, a cough is still a cough, and 1 just can't do it," she said 
firmly. 

There was no time to try to convince her, so 1 rushed to find Maria 
Pickering, our pianist at that time. 1 was hoping her reaction to the 
news would be more favorable than Cecilia's. 

When 1 fmally located her, her first question was, "'What are you 
going to sing, Simon?" 

"1 have no idea, Maria; let's go backstage and pray, OK?" (To be 
truthful, 1 was just as nervous as she and Cecilia were). 
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Backsiage, I paced back and forth and prayed a Peter's kind of 
prayer, "Lord, save me. I am sinking." 

Every little whi le Maria would ask, "Have you got it yet. Simon?" 
"No, just keep on praying," I would answer. 
Cecilia made her way backstage and echoed Maria's question, 
"Have you got it yet. Simon?" 

"Not yet. Hon," was my nervous response. Time was naming out 
and a decision had to be made, 1 ike prowo, (right away). "It would 
be a lot easier to decide if you would sing with me," I haltingly added, 
hoping she'd feel soiiy for me and give in. 
It worked! 

"Uh...what will we sing if f join you?" 

"Ceci, look, these people are real singers; they are the best there is. 
We can't even dare think we can somehow impress them musically 
or otherwise," I continued. "Why don't we just go out there and sing 
The Old Rugged Cross'— a verse in Spanish and a verse in English; 
what do you say? Let's just be ourselves, do our best and let God do 
whatever He wants to do," ] pleaded, knowing she was "almost" con- 
vinced. 

"All right," she finally said. Her voice was finn and her cough had 
miraculously ceased. 

Maria was glad we had finally made a decision. A beautifiil teen- 
ager and the daughter of a pastor friend, she was an extremely tal- 
ented musician. Most of all, she was a remarkable, dedicated Chris- 
tian. If she was as nervous as Cecilia and 1 were that night, she con- 
cealed it much better than we did. 



Afler intermission the Gaithers, the Slaughters, and Doug gath- 
ered around the grand piano on the stage in sort of an informal set- 
ting. It was like being home enjoying an evening with Christian 
friends. They strung a medley of favorite choruses and songs together, 
laughed, and poked fun at each other. Everyone was iust having a 
ball. 
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Meanwhile, backstage, our knees had quit knocking, now they were 
missing each other. Our nerves were getting the best of us the longer 
we waited. 



Finally we heard Doug introducing us to the huge audience. "'We 
have some special guests here tonight," he was saying, "and they are 
coming to this stage to sing for you. Will you make welcome 
Michigan's own. The Singing Avilas!" 

The lights were hot and brighter tiian we had ever experienced. 
Cecilia's cough was gone; we feU strong and confident now. God 
was answering our prayer. As Maria played the introduction, a most 
holy hush fell over the audience. We began to sing. .."En el Monte 
Calvario estaba una cmz, emblema de afienta y dolor...." Nobody 
moved. It seemed as though they all understood the Spanish lyrics 
and w'ere transfixed. The whole concert had been a joyous, refresh- 
ing, and invigorating downpour from the presence of the Lord. But 
what He was doing with this song through the anointing of His Spirit, 
was far beyond anything Cecilia, Maria, or I coutd do on our own. 
Everyone was being bathed in the glory of His presence. By the time 
we sang the last chorus, people were humming and singing, unsolic- 
ited. "So I'll cherish the old rugged cross, Till my trophies at last I lay 
down. I will cling to the old rugged cross. And exchange it someday 
for a crown." 

I cannot recall if anyone clapped or not when we fmished singing, 
but we made our way backstage knowing heaven had come down 
and glory had filled our souls. Humanly speaking, though, we were 
reUeved it was over. We needed God to rewire us for higher voltage 
or we might explode. ..in His presence. 

"Simon, Cecilia, come back," we heard Doug calling. "Sing an- 
other song, will you?" 

There was no time for panic and indecision now. 1 turned to Maria 
and said, "Let's sing 1 Am Free" (a Gaither composition), While she 
began to play, a scene I had wimessed many times in the past tew 
months came to mind. I thought it would be appropriate to relate that 
story to introduce the song we had chosen. I told the audience how 
privileged we had been to share the Gospel at the Jackson, Michigan, 
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federal penitentiary and how without fai!, we would find Brother 
Wyche leading agroup of Christian inmates in singing "What AFriend 
We Have In Jesus." I said, "Brother Bill Gaither must have been 
thinking about people like Brother Wyche when he wrote the song "l 
Am Free". Brother Wyche and his friends may be behind steel bars 
and prison walls, but in their spirits they possess a greater freedom 
than most people outside Jackson prison who are bound by sin." 

God continued to move in might and power by His Spirit through 
the music and lyrics of "I Am Free." 

After we finished, Bill sat at the piano gently stroking the ivories, 
as if to gather his thoughts, and not miss the leading of the Holy 
Spirit. 

"I would hke you to join me in singing the song "He Touched Me" 
(a Gaither all-time favorite)." he said. "But before we do, ] want 
every pastor, Sunday schoolteacher, and altar worker to ctjme and 
stand in front of this platform, Simon, 1 want you to come also. If I 
were going to be saved here tonight. I'd want Simon to pray for me. 
Wouldn't you?" 

Bill was paying me the highest compliment and honor he could 
possibly bestow on another brother in Christ. 

Warner Auditoritun became a maternity ward that evening, where 
many souls were bom into God's Kingdom. It also became an infir- 
mary where the broken, the wounded, and the oppressed fotind com- 
fort, freedom, and hope. 

How tmly awesome it is to bask in God's presence; "It is joy un- 
speakable and full of glory." 



Many years later, Cecilia and I ran into Danny Gaither at the Top 
N Sound music store in Alexandria, Indiana. We were pleasantly sur- 
prised to learn that he remembered us by name. He greeted us with: 
"Simon, Cecilia...Mt Pleasant, Michigan,. . . 'The Old Rugged Cross,' 
brought the house down. We've often retold the story around the 
country," he informed us. 
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UNTO THE LEAST OF THESE 

Guatemala had become like a second home country to us. We loved 
its rugged beauty, its rich Mayan heritage, and most of all, its won- 
derful people. It seemed as though if we were not home in the United 
Stales you could always find us in Guatemala sharing the Gospel in 
some church, soccer stadium, or open-air meeting. Benjamin Orozco, 
crusade coordinator for the Luis Palau Evangelistic Association, kept 
inviting us back year after year. Our dear friend and brother David 
Beam, working under Missionary 'VentuiBS, was also insttumental in 
keeping us busy, feeding us, and lodging us numerous times. 

We always have considered evangelism to be the primary calling 
in our lives, but our involvement in other areas of ministry has lent 
much validity and credibihty to our work. On one occasion, in a con- 
versation with missionaries Dr. and Mrs. Henry Dumas, Cecilia men- 
tioned OUT interest in visiting some orphanage nearby, if at all pos- 
sible. 

"Well, as a matter-of-fact," Novell (Mrs. Dumas) said, "Ml Hogar 
Orphanage is just a couple of blocks up the hill. We can walk up 
there anytime you wish." 

That same day we visited some of the most beautiful children in 
the whole wide world. Their ages ranged from a few months to 16- 
year-olds. Radiologist Ricardo Casiillejos and his lovely wife Rosie 
were the proud "parents" of 23 children who had been orphaned, 
abandoned, or just simply left there by parents who couldn't care for 
them. 

Both the CastiUejos and the kids lived in a wooden structure they 
had put together out of used building materials. The bathroom facili- 
ties were less than ideal and the lack of hot water for bathing helped 
in rushing the kids through their morning showers every day. The 
weather is cold in the Guatemala Oily area; so, long showers were 
not an option. 

On our way back to the Dumas home, CeciUa talked nonstop about 
all the things those "dear" children needed. 

"Honey," she tried to look me straight in the eye for added empha- 
sis to her words, "did you see that tiny refrigerator they have? Why it 
is so small and so old the door doesn't even close. Did you notice 
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that?" she repeated. 

"No, I didn't notice. Hon. I just noticed the Idds; they are precious 
children. Ricardo and Rosie are doing a wonderflil job," I said, feel- 
ing a little embarrassed for not noticing the old fridge. 

'"Yea, but the door doesn't even close," she repeated, seemingly 
oblivious to my comment. "And did you see wliat a small stove they 
use to cook for all those children? Oh, and did you see poor Rosie 
hanging clothes on the line, trying to get them dried in this cold, 
damp weather here in Guatemala?" 

"Honey, I didn't go there to 'nose around'and see how these people 
live. 1 don't think that's very nice," I said somewhat defensively. 
Ceciha wouldn' t let up. "Honey. , , , " She went on and on and' on. 
I was so glad our walk back to the Dumases was only a couple 
blocks. 

Before long Cecilia had talked Amy Sanchez, her sister-in-law, 
who was with us on this trip, into trying to raise money in the Stales 
for some of these "badly needed items" at the orphanage. 

I tried to remind my wife that our financial situation was not in the 
best shape to take on additional projects. Our travel expenses to Gua- 
temala were about all we could handle. But, more often than not, 
when Cecilia and I "discuss" something, 1 reason with my mind while 
she thinks with her heart. She wins most discussions. 

God was most gracious in providing for each of the things needed 
for the orphanage. Amy shared the need for a new refrigerator with 
one of her neighbors, who promptly handed her a check for the whole 
amount. A church in Illinois donated fitnds for a washer and a dryer. 
Others contributed finances to purchase a commercial, custom- made 
stove, a water heater, tennis shoes for all the kids, and many other 
gifts for us to take to Guatemala from the States. The appliances 
were bought in Guatemala through a Christian businessman. Brother 
Oscar Bobadilla, who was a tremendous help to us and the orphan- 
age. 

But, there was sfill one big need staring us in the face each time we 
visited Mi Hogar. They needed a new dormitor}'! ft was difficuU for 
Cecilia and me to even consider the possibility of building anything 
firnctional and adequate enough for these precious souls. We figured 
it would lake an awful lot of money for such a huge project. Our 
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ministry funds had been provided through love offerings, cassette 
sales, a few individual donors, and church congregations. We have 
made it a practice not to make appeals for fiinds to carry out our 
work. So, even though I knew nothing would make my sweetheart 
happier than to take on this project, she was wise enough not to test 
my patience or my faith. Actually, we didn't think it was so much a 
lack of faith on our part as it was facing the facts of our situation. 

"But God..." 

Isn' t that a stirring thought? God intervening in our lives when we 
have exhausted our abilities and resources and we see nothing but 
unfiilfiUed dreams and disappointment as the ultimate end to our most 
noble undertakings. It stirred the Apostle Paul's heart in Ephesians 
2 :4 regarding man's spiritually hopeless state. He declared: "But God. 
who is rich in mercy, for His great love with which He loved us. . . . " 
We have made the happy discovery that those words apply particu- 
larly to spiritual matters. But they are also applicable to our everyday 
problems. It worked for us in Guatemala. We could not afford a new 
dorm. But God came on the scene. 



The service was about to begin at the Beulah United Methodist 
Church near Sumner, Illinois, when Pastor Fred White pulled me 
aside. "Brother Simon, he asked, do you happen to have any projects 
in which my congregation can get Involved? 'The natives are getting 
re,stiess,'he said in jest. They enjoy helping in worthwhile projects, 
but at present I just don't have anjthing with which to keep them 
busy." 

My unmediate reaction was. Wow! Should I share about the dorm 
in Guatemala? "Lord, is that you speaking? You know my faith is the 
size of a shriveled up mustard seed. But for the sake of those kids' 
well-being, I'm going to stretch my faith and tell about Mi Hogar. 
Please help me as I share." 

About the middle of the concert, I began to speak to these dearest 
of friends at Beulah about the much-needed dorm at Mi Hogar. They 
seemed genuinely interested. I felt God ministering to them through 
the music and information Cecilia and I provided. I was anxious to 
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see them respond in some visible fashion as to whether and how they 
would get involved in making this project a reality. But, the service 
ended without a positive sign of comtnitment on the part of anyone. ..or 
so I thought. 

While we stood by the door shaking people's hands as they left the 
sanctuary, a dear brother named Joe Lathrop said something in my 
ear that practically blew tne away. 

"Simon," he whispered, "my wife and I have some money avail- 
able that we want to invest in the work of the Lord. So far we have 
not been in complete agreement as to how we can make the best use 
of it. This project in Guatemala sounds like something we both might 
like to support. Let me talk to Dean (Geraldeaji) about it. If she agrees, 
you can count on about ten thousand dollars or so." 

"Oh, uh, my.. .that's terrific, Joe." I felt a lump in my throat that 
j usl wouldii't go down. 1 hied not to act overly excited, but 1 think if 
that lump hadn't been in my throat, my heart would 've leaped out 
with the excitement of the moment. "I, uh, I trust Dean will agree, 
Joe." I mumbled. 

The place was a little noisy as folks fellowshipped with one an- 
other before exiting the building. So 1 wasn't sure if .Joe had said he 
had two thousand or ten thousand dollars available, and [ was too 
embarrassed to ask him. Either way, if his wife agreed, that would be 
a clear sign from the Lord for us to start planning construction of the 
new domiiloty. 

After everyone had left the church, 1 shared with Pastor "White 
what Joe had said. 

"But Brother White, I am not quite sure whether Joe said he had 
two thousand or ten thousand dollars available for the project. Do 
you have any idea what he might have meant?" 

"I have a pretty good idea, Simon. 1 believe he meant ten thousand 
dollars. Let me explain: 

The Lathrop family has gone through a very difficult time in their 
lives, One of their children suffered a tragic accident recently and a 
life insurance policy taken out just prior to his untimely death has 
made this money available to the family. The Latlirops are some of 
the sweetest and most generous people you will ever meet, Brother 
Simon. Rather than spending this money on themselves, they want 
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others to benefit lirom it as a lasting memorial to their son. Both Joe 
and Geraldean love you and Cecilia — and, of course, they love chil- 
dren. So I'm confident they will help with the orphanage." 



"Hasta la vista bahy... Pronto. ..Andale, andak... " was the extent 
of the Spanish vocabulary Joe and the group from Sumner knew — 
with the exception of Jennifer Lathrop, who speaks the language flu- 
ently. The rest of the bunch used what they knew on each other and 
on the confused local contractor trying to work with us in Guate- 
mala. 

Joe is a high-energy character who doesn't let grass grow under 
his feet. He led the group by example and left the interpreting and the 
"go-for" jobs to me, while Cecilia helped with the cooking. 

Once we had all the materials together, I tried to help with the 
manual work: carrying cement blocks, mixing mortar, tying re-bar 
(re-enforcing steel rods), etc. Everyone in the group would then take 
pictures of me so they could tell people back home I was "just pos- 
ing" for the cameras. What precious times we had. 

It took several trips to Guatemala before we could finish the project. 
The reasons for the slow pace were not only our lack of expertise as 
builders but because the government kept changing the building codes. 
Because of the frequency of earthquakes in the country we were re- 
quired to use tons of re-enforcing steel on the foundations, through 
tlie walls, and in the roof The dorm was a trilevel structure built on 
the side of ahill. Beheve me, this building is going to Ije there through 
the thousand-year reign of Christ here on earth. Well, pretty close, 
J'm sure. 

Needless to say, the Lathrop family invested much more time and 
money than we had anticipated. Some of the folks from Sumner also 
helped financially, while otliers went personally to help with the work. 
Involvement extended beyond the Beulah Church as friends became 
aware of the need. Even one of my golfmg buddies from Ohio, Paul 
Steinmen, went on one trip. Our son Harry also took time off his job 
and joined us. 

Working with Joe and the Beulah gang was a great delight to Cecilia 
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and me. We teased each oiher unmercifully as we worked and 
fellowshipped, But the greatest moments, to me personally, wet^ when 
we came together during breaks. We'd open the Scriptures and ex- 
pound them in a time of daily devotions. Other very special limes 
were the evenings we spent with the children. After playing with 
them end letting them wrap themselves around our hearts, we would 
share music and Bible stories. Many came to know Jesus as their 
personal Savior and Lord during those special times, Our intentions 
were to be a blessing to the children, but instead, I really believe we 
received the greatest blessing. 

The dormitory was finally finished. It is a beautiful building. Oh 
yes, there is now more than one bathroom — with hot water, no less. 
It is the Jason Lathrop dormitory just outside Guatemala City at the 
Mi Hogar Orphanage. 

"...For as much as you have done it unto one of the least of these 
my children, you have done it unto me." 




"Mi Hogar" 
atitr. 



THE TRYING OF OUR FAITH 



No sooner than my head hit the coinfortaWe pillow, I drifted off 
into a sound, restfiil sleep. Cecilia was still piddling around, finish- 
ing tasks she had left undone before we went to church a couple 
hours earlier. Then the phone rang. It was a call that forever impacted 
our lives and threw us into a whirlpool of emotions that only by the 
grace of God we would be able to overcome. 

'"Hello, is this the Avila residence?" The caller wanted to know. 

"This is the Mansfield General Hospital Emergency room. Is 
Pauline Avila your daughter?" 

"Yes, she is," Cecilia answered in a halting voice, sensing deep 
within her mother heart that something must be terribly wrong. 

"There has been a car accident and we need to know if there are 
any medicines Pauline is allergic lo — that you know of." 

Before she answered that question, Cecilia in near panic, wanted 
to know the condition of oitr 15-month-old granddaughter, who had 
been riding in the car with Pauline. 

The nurse placing the call, after obtaining the information regard- 
ing Pauline, in her most professional way explained that she was not 
at libert)' to discuss our granddaughter's condition over the telephone. 
"But I recoimnend that you come to the hospital and bring someone 
with you as soon as possible." 

"Honey, wake up!" Cecilia shouted as she shook me out of my 
deep slumber 'The hospital in Mansfield just called and told me 
Pauline and little Rachael were in an accident. Pauline is badly hurt 
but she wouldn't tell me how the baby is doing. Honey, we better 
huny." 

While my mind tried to convince me this was part of a horrible 
nighhnare, my heart pounded fast and loudly as I faced the stark real- 
ity of death withoLit really knowing for certain. 

Mansfield General is perhaps twenty miles from our house. But it 
seemed to take an eternity to get there, even though 1 must have bro- 
ken every speed limit through those country roads and city stteets. 

Once at the hospital we were asked to wait for another eternity, or 
so it seemed. We were told the attending physician would talk to us 
shortly. 
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Did we pray? Oh yes, did we ever! Our prayers, however — more 
than petitions — were cries of desperation: "Lord, give us strength, 
give us \mderstanding, and give us wisdom." I was doing my best to 
be a piliar of strength to my wife and children, who had huddled 
together by now in support of one another. I must confess, I felt more 
like a pillar of jelly. The pain was almost unbearable for all of us. 

The doctor finally came into that tiny waiting room with a most 
somber face and broke the news: "Pauline is doing well, but 1 regret 
to tell you Ihe baby did not survive the accident. I am very sorry." 

TTie news struck all of us like a thunderbolt. 

In desperation t grabbed tbe doctor by the shoulders and shook 
him. '"Doctor, you're wrong!" 1 cried out. "Rachael can't be dead. 
She's only a child. She's only a 1 5-month- old baby." 

In an understanding and compassionate gesture, the doctor placed 
his arms around me and repeated, "1 am so sorry." 

As the doctor uttered those comforting words to the family, God 
flooded my spirit with His peace and comfort. It was nothing short of 
miraculous the way Scripture began to fill my mind. Deuteronomy 
33:27 in particular ministered to me at that precise moment: "The 
eternal God is thy refuge, and underneath are the everlasting arms. . . ." 
God not only imparted His peace to me, but also enabled me to be the 
help and support the family so desperately needed. 

A STAR IS BORN 

Just a couple of hours before the accident happened, we had taken 
Rachael to participate in a children's Christmas program put on by 
the Assembly of God Child Care Center where she attended. She was 
to have a big part {a few seconds) in the program. Grandma and 
Grandpa Avila were convinced this was to be Rachael's "big break." 
Tonight a star would be bom. 

Well, actually, I think all the other parents and grandparents had 
similar ideas about their children. There were cameras and video re- 
corders everywhere. 

The program was a tremendous success. Cecilia and I thought our 
granddaughter had outshone them all, of course. What could we say? 
She was simply marvelous. 
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After the program we ail went to sec some beautiilil Christmas 
displays around the city. ChrisUnas was only six days away. After 
that Cecilia and 1 drove home. Pauline would be coming soon after 
dropping off a close friend. 

The evening was gorgeous, donning a fresh blanket of snow. The 
roads were slippery but not extremely dangerous. In Ohio one has to 
learn to drive under such conditions. 

At a particularly winding stretch of road, Pauline was driving at 
approximately 35 miles an hour when she suddenly dozed off. Los- 
ing control of her car she hit a tree where the road curved to the right. 
(Note: Unbeknown to the family, Pauline was suffering iirom a rare 
sleeping disorder called Narcolepsy). 

Rachael died instantly at the scene of the accident. Tonight, if the 
sky is clear, you can see her little star twinkling in the distance high 
above. 

SAD CUmSTMASSES 

Rachael's funeral was on December 21, so needless to say, our 
Christmas celebration that year was not as joyous as before. For the 
nest two years or so our pain gradually diminished somewhat, but 
the Christmas holidays were still extremely difficult. 

And so, you may wonder, did God care about our pain? Did He 
know how much we missed that little bundle of joy in our lives? Is 
He involved at all in our personal lives? 

Well, will you believe this? Two years after Rachael's untimely 
departure (our opinion), God gave our daughter Pauline a handsome, 
bouncing baby boy. Born. . .are you ready for this. . . ? Bom on Christ- 
mas day! No, little Jesse could not replace Rachael, but he brought 
back the joy of living and the glorious wonder of Christmas. God is 
awesome! 

MISSION ACCOMPUSHED 

As our daughter convalesced at our home after a protracted stay at 
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the hospital, she shared something with me that was key to her emo- 
tional and spiritual recover^-. In a most solemn and contrite tone of 
voice she cotifided: "Daddy, I believe I know why Rachael was killed 
in the accident and I wasn't. The way the car was so mangled ; I should 
have beeti killed also, 1 am truly convinced the reason my life was 
spared was because I wasn't ready to meet Jesus. My baby was, and 
sheMI be there with Him waiting for me to come home some day.'* 

Of course. Daddy, being an evangeHst and a father concerned about 
his children's eternal salvation, I asked the obvious question; "Honey, 
would you like to be ready right now?" 

"Yes Daddy, please pray with me,'' she replied. 

Rachael, your mission on this earth was accomplished admirably. 
You helped your Mommy find her way back to Jesus. As one of your 
friends remarked, perhaps accurately^ you were a little runaway an- 
gel called home. You did your job well. Please know that your Mommy 
is serving Jesus. She is filled with His peace and her joy overflows. 
We'll see ya soon. 

Grandpa Simon. 



James 1:3-4 Knowing this, that the frying of your failh worketh pa- 
tience. Bill lei patience have her perfecl work, that ye may he perfect 
and entire, wanting nothing. 



Little Rnchel went to 
be with JesTis after enr 
accident, I9S5, 




and 
Rachel. 




Pauline holds bahv i^ 
LL Salvador, C^\. 
2001 mission trip. 



¥ 
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WHERE MOST NEEDED 

It was a beautiful Jaiiuar>' Sunday morning in Ocala, Florida — not 
hot, just bright and stmny, a gorgeous day. As always, Cecilia and I 
were excited about singing at this particular community church. We 
had been there before so were looking forward to renewing acquain- 
tances with these dear folks. As we carried our sotmd system into the 
church, one of the elders, with a rather sad look on his face, came and 
said, "Brother Simon, I'm afraid I have some bad news to tell you." 

Of course, we immediately stopped what we were doing to hear 
whatever was weighing so heavily on our dear brother's heart. 1 
thought for a moment I might have the wrong date; it's happened a 
time or two before. No, I wished that had been the problem. 

"Brother Simon, our pastor tried to commit suicide last night here 
in the church kitchen. He slit his wrists and put a plastic bag over his 
head. Someone 'just happened' to come by and discovered him lying 
on the floor. He was taken to the hospital in time to save his life, You 
will have charge of the whole service this morning. 1 thought you 
should know," 

"Lord," we began to pray, "these are your children, and they need 
your help. You brought us here. They need your comfort and direc- 
tion. Use us as yotir instruments, we pray," 



The devastation and loss of lives in the city of Aeapuico was inde- 
scribable. A hurricane had left nothing but pain and suffering for those 
living along that coastal area on the Pacific. While the city feverishly 
tried to restore its downtown area and all of its tourist attractions, 
those just a few blocks away coped as best they could with little or 
nothing they had managed to salvage. 

It was soon after the hurricane that Cecilia and I were invited to 
share God's love and comfort at a local church under the auspices of 
OMS International. We packed our suitcases with as much as we 
could take to our friends. Our hearts were further broken when we 
actually saw the dire need so many people were experiencing. The 
few things we took were nothing m comparison with the needs we 
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encountered. Friends had given us about three thousand dollars to 
give out as we thought best. But again, it all seemed so little. 

The Lord brought to our attention one particular elderly couple 
who had lost everything during (he hurricane. They had literally 
watched their little house float away in the swifE currents created by 
Ihe flood. Their spirit was broken and fearful eyes betrayed the cour- 
age fhey tried to project. 

"Honey, what are we going to do?" Cecilia asked me. "We can't 
possibly help everybody, but I beUeve the Lord would have us help 
this couple to rebuild their little house," 

Well, tliree thousand dollars went a long way toward buying ce- 
ment blocks, tnortar. roofing materials and even some beds from Wal- 
Mart. 

You could not find a happier couple in the world. They now knew 
that God loved them. 

We were glad to be there. 



Pastor Macias thundered out the invitation to receive Christ as 
Lord and Savior at the basketball court in my hometown. His mes- 
sage had been clear, concise, and to the point. Everyone within hear- 
ing distance fell on their knees and prayed the sinner's prayer in uni- 
son. This was the beginning of a Christian witness in Paso Nacional, 
Durango. 

On our subsequent visits there, God allowed us to take many fiiends 
from the U.S. for a con.strucfion project. Together we erected a church 
building and a parsonage. We continued to preach the Good News 
and eventually turned the work over to the Nazarene Church in that 
district. Three of my sisters came to know Jesus as their personal 
Savior and Lord of their lives. My father and my oldest brother also 
received with gladness the glorious Gospel. 1 had the joy of baptizing 
many people in the old muddy Nazas River where I had bathed and 
swum as a child, 

We were glad to be there. 
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Danny Lacy, a tremendously gifted pianist, worked with us for a 
period of two years. He was sensitive to the Holy Spirit and always 
wanting more and more of God in his life. When he played, he not 
only brought out beautiftil music from those old pianos we often found 
in country churches, he radiated with tlie love and sweetness of Jesus. 
But we "lost" Danny; he became a full-fledged missionary teacher. 
Our loss became OMS International's gain. 

We were glad to play a small part i n his spiritual development and 
preparation for missionary work overseas. 



We met David Beam at a Family Camp in Charlevoix, Michigan. 
He was a handsome teenager doing his level best to impress girls 
with his famous "chug-a-lug act" — downing bottles of coke in one 
gulp. On one occasion he found a girl he wanted to impress, but they 
had run out of coke at the concession stand. So he tried doing his 
chug-a-lug with an orange drink, ft didn't work. He ended up drenched 
in orange drink coming out of his nose and mouth. 

David, however, was searching for purpose and meaning in his 
young life, hi an autobiographical book he WTOte years later, he cred- 
ited us with being a source of inspiration for turning his life over to 
Christ at that camp meeting in Michigan. 

David, his lovely Guatemalan wife Daraaris, and family live in 
Guatemala City, serving God under the Missionary Ventures organi- 
zation. 

We didn't know that, David, But we're glad we were there. 



The Halfway House in Marion, Ohio, called, asking if we would 
open our home and lodge a woman who had come to them seeking 
help. Her abusive husband had threatened her Ufe. They knew we 
lived out in the country where Loretta (not her real name) coidd "hide" 
for a while. 

When we picked her up, in Cecilia's words, "Ljoretta looked like a 
broken doll." She was timid and understandably embarrassed, but 
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she accepted our love and the help we offered hen 

In a few days of rest and tender loving care a new Loretta emerged 
from the cloud of fear and despair she'd been under for years. She 
was OUT ^'special guest'* for a good while until her situation improved. 
The local authorities and county government liad provided the assis- 
tance and the protection she needed for her safet>' and well-being. 

M casa es tu casa (My house is your house), Loretta. 



Our house is not fancy, just roomy and cozy. Many a missionary 
and traveling evangelist have graced our home with their presence. 
We have yet to find one who didn't like Mexican food and freshly 
brewed coffee — or who objected to Cecilia's royalty treatment. She 
spoils them rotten. 

Our pastor has a key to our home just in case we happen to be 
away and a guest speaker should need lodging. 

I should mention one exception in regard to food. A Jewish brother 
and his wife spent a couple of days in our home but brought their 
own food. We were gone at the time, otherwise Cecilia would have 
found something kosher to feed them, 

Come see us. We've got room. 



Because of the years of experience in ministry and the quality that 
God has allowed us to develop in our music, small congregations 
often are hesitant to invite us. Wlien they find out, however, that our 
financial philosophy as a faith ministry has remained unchanged, and 
that "we will go wherever needed," they call. Even though we've 
had the unique privilege of singing to many thousands of people in 
one place, the greatest part of our work has been widi those small 
groups. It has been their unsolicited generosity and that of a few indi- 
vidual supporters who have kept us going these many years at home 
and abroad, 

You will often find us preaching and singing under a tent, in some 
storefront church, ajail, a nursing home, or at a sick friend's home. 
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We may use our full sound system with our prerecorded soundtracks 
or perhaps just a boom box and my old guitar. 

Didn't the Apostle Paul say, "By all means to all men?" 

Just call. 



Don and Jolene H^rms: Farjiier!i, Sang evange- 
lists and frieads friMn Bune Cap, (llinDi&. 




Cecitia's graduation at LP] in £1 Pasa, 

Texas, standing with Mr. PetrDff, 

Engtbb teacher. 





"wfxa and Dora Brown, from 
SJiauek, Ohio ;:»red for 
L*«ici8 while wc 
traveled in ministry. 
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Our youngest ifaughtc^r, Leticia, 
visits Ecuador, the lan<) of her 
birth, with medical team sent out 
from. First Assembly uf God in 
ManRfield, Ohio. 



Son Harry handing "mud" 

(concrete) to 

Jennifer Lathrop 

in CuntemnEa. 





OUR MUSICAL JOURNEY 

In an evangelistic crusade with our Mexican friend, the late 
MarceUno Ortiz, he made the following statement in one of his mes- 
sages: "One way to know for certain that the Gospel message has 
penetrated the spirit of a nation or culture is when they begin to write 
their own Christian music and poetr>'."' There is a great deal of tnith 
in his observation. While CeciUa and I may not be representatives of 
an entire nation or cultare in and of ourselves, Marcelino 's statement 
holds true for us on an individual level. Our Christian experience 
and our presentation of the Gospel message gained a great deal of 
credibility, stabilit)' and authority when we began to write Christian 
songs. 

The following are lyrics to some songs we have written. Let them 
inspire and bless you. 1 will include a brief comment about each of 
them. This is ajoumey in music. 



To Mr. Charles Darwin's theory of evolution, I'll simply say: 

HE'S MORE THAN CREATOR 

He made the sea. the rivers, the oceans; 
He gave me strength, when ! couldn t stand. 
He healed my heart, when it was breaking. 

For He i more than Creator, provider or healer: 
Christ is my Savior and Lord. 
He i more than a father companion or brother 
Christ is my alt in all. 

He made me His own. a child of His Kingdom. 

He, He promised me, thai He 'II stand by me. 

He 'II be closer to me than any other 
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For He 's more than Creator, provider or healer; 

Christ is my Savior and Lord. 

He > more ihan a father, compcmion or brother, 

Christ is my all in all 



Dr. Dwight Ferguson, missionary-evangelist with OMS Interna- 
tional, sternly challenged me to check my music. "Make ceitain it 
talks about the blood of Christ atid a personal relation.ship with Him." 
1 had great respect and admiration for this seasoned warrior of the 
Cross. Here Is what 1 wrote in answer to his challenge; 

FREED BY THE BLOOD 

There's a proclamation of emancipation, 

"Every slave on earth has now been set free; 

The chains are all broken, " reads the declaration; 

And it 's signed with the crimson blood of the King. 

I've been set free by a royal decree. 
My slave days are ended, there 's freedom, for me. 

Oh, I'll sing, "Haileliijah, ai last lam free. 
Signed and delivered by the blood of the King. " 

The bondage is broken of sin and shame. 

In heaven L<! written for me a new name. 

The ransom was paid for you and for me. 

And it's signed with the crimson blood of the King. 

I've been set free by a royal decree. 
My slave days are ended there 's freedom for me. 

Oh, I'll sin^, '^ Hallelujah, at last I am free. 
Signed and delivered by the blood of the King. " 

Signed and delivered by the blood of the King. 



Loneliness, discouragement, and despair are feelings Satan often 
plants in the hearts of many of God's children. He (Satan) Uies to 
undermine, abuse, and misuse the promises of God. Jesus" answer 
was, "Thou shall not tempt the Lord Thy God" (Matthew 4:7), 
Here is God's promise from Psalm 91: 11-12: 

HE'S GIVEN ANGELS CHARGE (Over you) 

When you 've come to the end of a highway. 

And you feel that your life is all through. 

Just remember don tyou cry in dismay. 

He 's given angels charge over you. 

He's given angels charge over you. 

He '11 not cause you to stumble or fall 

He 's given angels charge over you. 

They 'II hear you up. They won t let you fall. 

And when you 've reached all the fame and success. 

And you find that your heart is still blue. 

Just remember in your hour of loneliness. 

He 's given angels charge over you. 

He 's given angels charge over you 

He '11 not cause you to stumble or fall. 

He 's given angels charge over you. 

They 'II bear you up. They won 1 let you fall. 

They '11 bear you up. They won t let you fall. 
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1 


Someone has said that God uses our children as levelers of our 


GWE THEM LOVE AND HEAUNG OIL 1 


theology 


Just when Mom and Dad think they have things under con- 


1 


trol, one of the children goes off on a tangent. They will come back. 


Many times in this long Journey, 


however. 


if you "Train up a child in the way he should go: and when 


People fall and bruise their soul. 


he is old. 


he will not depart from it" (Proverbs 22:6). 


They are shattered, crying, lonely; • 


From personal experience: 


They need love and healing oil 






There i people all around. 




■mE PRODIGAL 


Looking in hut going on. 
They can '1 stop to lend a hand; 




f will arise 1 'm going horrle. ^^H 
/ ain 't gonna slay here in Babylon. ^^B 


So the hurt keep hurling on. 




My father is waiting; He 's wailing for me. ^^H 


Give a hand lo those you find. 




/ will arise J 'm going on home. ^^H 


Lest some day you slip and fall. 
Sooth a broken, troubled mind; 




My father 's servant have plenty to spare, ^H 


Give them love and healing oil. 




But my soul is himgry I Just can t go on. ^^H 






/ m longing to fee! my father 's care. ^^H 


There 's a place of broken dreams. 




/ will ari^e I 'm going on home. ^^^B 


Filled with heartaches, tears; and toil. 
Where the sun no longer shines. 




/ v/ilt arise I 'm going home. ^^H 


Folks need lave and healing oil. 




} ain't gonna stay here in Babylon. ^^H 






My father is waiting: He 's waiting for me. ^^M 


Jesus .mid to love your neighbors. 




I will arise I 'm going on home. ^H 


Bind their wounds and heal the blind. 
Teach them all that I have .•.aid; 




/ won t look back; my past is behind, ^^H 


I will give them peace of mind. 




But I will be safe in my father 's arms. ^^H 






I'm leaving behind the husks and the swine. ^^H 


^ Give a hand to those you find. 




1 will arise I'm going on home. ^H 


Lest some day you slip and fall. 
Sooth a broken troubled mind. 




I will arise.,.. ^H 


Give them love and healing oil. ^^ 




P 


Repeat chorus ^^^H 


The id 


;a for the "Give them love and heaUng oil" song came partly 


Tag: Sooth a broken troubled mind. 1 


from reac 


ing the Good Samaritan story in the Bible and partly from J 


Give them love and healing oil. ^^^^J 


1 seeing the multitudes ofneedy people across North, Central, and South J 


^^^^H 


1 America 


V 


*** ^^^^^^^H 




■ ^^ I 


^^^^^^m. -^^^^^^^^1 



Of all the songs F've been inspired to write, there is one Cecilia 
just cannot stand for me to sing. At least she '^pretends" to dislike it a 
lot. I called it "Woe Is Me." It is done in a humorous manner but 
people don't fail to see the depth of its tnessage. It is often requested 
in our concerts. 
Here it is: 

WOE IS ME 

I was singing a song called, "Woe is me" 

Having a time in my misery. 

The linet^ and the chorus were woe is me. 

I was singing the blues to woe is me. 

Woe is me; oh. woe is me. 

I sang thai old tune that was wrecking me. 

Jesus came down, gave me victory. 

Now I won 'I sing the blues to woe is me. 

I threw pity parties, you shoulda heard me, 

I took pride in singing, ok, woe is me. 

The lines and the chorus were woe is me, 

I was singing the blues to woe is me. 

Woe is me; oh, woe is me. 
1 sang that old tune that was wrecking me. 

Jesus came down, gave me victory, 
Now I won 't sing the blues to woe is me. 

Woe is me.,,. 
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God established a covenant with Noah in the ninth chapter of the 
book of Genesis, that He never again would destroy life on the earth 
by water. As a sign of this covenant He promised to set a rainbow in 
the cloud as a token (sign) to remind Himself of His perpetual agree- 
Dient with oil flesh on planet earth. 

In a figta-ative sense, I see Jesus as our rainbow in the New Testa- 
ment. Regardless of the intensity and fury of any of life's storms, we 
can look to Jesus and know of a truth we shall not be utterly de- 
stroyed. Thai's the reason for our "Rainbow" song. 
Listen carefully: 

RAINBOW 



Help me to see the rainbow 
Shine at the end of my storm. 
Give me the .strength to follow, 
Give me the strength to go on. 

When doubts and fears surround me. 
When my eyes are filled with tears. 
When I'm far fi-om home and lonely. 
He '11 give me strength to go on. 

Help me to see the rainbow 
Shine at the end of my storm. 
Give me the strength to follow. 
Give me the strength to go on. 

When 1 reach my home in heaven. 
Where no tear shall dim my eye. 
I'll lay down my every burden- 
He '11 give me strength to go on. 

Help me to see the rainbow 
Shine at the end of my storm. 
Give me the strength to follow. 
Give me the strength to go on, 
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In Matthew 2 : 1 ■ 1 2 we find the marvelous stoiy of thiee wise men 
from the East. They eame into Jerusalem saying, "Wliere is he that is 
bom King of the Jews? for wc have seen his star in the east, and are 
come to worship him/' 

Tliis is our Christmas song: 

THEV WERE FOLLOWING HIS STAR 

Three wise men from the Orient eame looking for the King. 
Tkey were looking for the answer that would give them 
peace of mind. 
They had heard the voice of reason claiming to have 

known, 
The beginning of creation, the purpose for all men. 
But they came to find the answer, in a stable in Bethlehem. 

They were looking for the King. They were looking for the 

King 
They were looking for the King. They were looking for (he 
King 
They came from far; they were following His star. 
They came from far: they were following His star 

He was horn in Bethlehem. Yes, He was born in Bethlehem. 
He was born in Bethlehem. Yes, He was horn in 

Bethlehem. 
They came from far: they werefoltowing His star 
They came from far; they were following His star 



In isaiah 9:6-7 we read; "and His name shall be called Wonderful, 
Counselor, The mighty God, The everlasting Father. The Prince of 
Peace. ..Of the increase of his government and peace there shall be 
no end." And Romans 14:17 says: 'Tor the kingdom of God is not 
meat and drink; but righteousness, and peace, and joy in the Holy 
Ghost." Then in Revelation 5:10, ''And hast made us imto our God 
kings and priests; and we shall reign on the earth." 



JESUS WILL REIGN FOREVER 

Now Jesus will reign forever, 
His Kingdom will never end- 
He 's gonna reign forever, 
I'm gonna reign with Him. 

His Kingdom is righteousness. 

Righteousness, peace, andfoy. 

Rigkteousnes, peace, and joy 

In the Holy Ghost 

Now, Jesus will reign forever, 

His Kingdom will never end. 

He Js gonna reign forever 

And I'm gonna reign with Him. 

Wonderful, Counselor, 

A mighty God He is- 

Our everlasting Father 

He is The Prince of Peace. 

Yes, Jesus will reign forever. 

His Kingdom will never end. 
He 's gonna reign forever, 
I'm gonna reign with Him 

Repeat Chorus. 



The melody to each song is rather simple and most of them have 
been recorded in a country-Oospel style. Performance soundtracks 
are available. If anyone shovild be interested in recording any of these 
songs with your own tracks, you have our permission to do so with 
no financial obligation, 

"Mvsic is the language of the .soul," some wise person said. 
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mS PROVISION 

One of the most fascinating facets of our work has been to see the 
way God has provided for our needs. We often have made sugges- 
tions to Him in prayer as to how and when He should supply what- 
ever need we were facing at the moment — as if He didn't know. More 
often than not, however. His answers come in the most unexpected 
ways. Dr. C. M. Ward, renowned radio speaker, said in one of his 
messages, "God is always on time; He's never late. However, He 
often seems to deiight Himself in scaring the hving daylights out of 
us. But He's never late." 

We hear you. Dr. Ward. 



In the area of transportation good vehicles are a must. In our line 
of work we must have either a new vehicle every so often or lots of 
grace to keep the old ones running. During our years of traveling we 
have Uterally logged millions of miles across the U. S., Mexico, and 
Canada. 

At one particular juncture in our ministry we were using an old 
Pontiac station wagon. It was rusty and the tailgate refused to open 
as it was designed to do. The mileage on the odometer was a mystery, 
but the engine ran like a top. 

One summer evening Ceciha and I were home relaxing a little and 
enjoymg our l(ids, when a car turned into our driveway. We were not 
expecting cotnpany, but once in a while people come — maybe look- 
ing for some address — then turn around and drive off. Well, this car 
drove all the way to our side door and stopped. The doorbell rang and 
to OUT delight and surprise it was our beloved friends, Claire and Lu 
Nussbaum, from Wooster, Ohio. We talked for a long time and just 
enjoyed sweet fellowship in the Lord. 

When they decided it was time to go home, we were reluctant to 
end our visit. We hugged and Cecilia and I couldn't stop thanking 
them for coming to see us. Claire, however, kept trying to get a word 
in. So finally he motioned for us to shush up for a second. He has a 
quiet demeanor but can command authority when necessary. 
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"Uh," he began, "'God has placed a desire on our hearts to donate a 
new station wagon for your ministry. We have taken the liberty of 
writing your name, 'The Singing Avilas, from Mt. Gilead. Ohio.' on 
the side doors and the back. We hope that's OK?" Claire said this as 
Lu handed us the key.'i to the wagon. 

"Really?" Cecilia and t echoed in unison and total shock. "You 
did? You have?" We just didn't know what to say. 

"It's sitting right out there in your driveway." 

"But we only saw one set of headlights coming into our drive," 
Cecilia wealily argued while trying to hold back the tears. 

"Well," Claire replied thoroughly enjoying the moment, "We turned 
the headi ights off the wagon a quarter of a mile before we got to your 
house." 

"You streaky characters." 

At amissions conference at the First Church of God in Alma, Michi- 
gan, we were asked to share with the congregation about a typical 
and most recent trip in our ministry. (This had been our home church 
during our early days of marriage and ministry). They wanted to get 
a better idea as to how we went about our work so they could help 
and pray for us in a more specilrc maimer. We decided to share about 
our trip to Arizona earlier that year. 

Our assignment had been to minister to some 400 Mexican mi- 
grant workers at a farm located between Yuma and Phoenix, right in 
the middle of the desert. This desert land had been made productive 
through a complicated (T thought) irrigation system. It was grape and 
honeydew melon harvest time. 

We had been driving the second station wagon donated by the 
Nussbaums, and the mileage on it was nearing the 230,000-mile mark. 
Our radiator had developed leaks as we traveled across New Mexico 
arid the transmission was in constant need of repair. The added ex- 
penses had completely depleted our finances. But we reached our 
destination safely and anxious to see how God would work in our 
lives in the coming days. 

Well, the people responded admirably to our singing and preach- 
ing of the Gospel. Several people came to know Christ as their per- 
sonal Savior and Lord, while others received ministry for healing 
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and for restoration of broken relationships. God moved in might and 
power in the lives of many of those precious people. 

For reasons beyond our control, we were unable to establish con- 
tact with the owner of die farm, who was to provide financial assis- 
tance during our time there. We did have a nice place to stay, but our 
diet included lots and lots of grapes and honeydew melons. We were 
broke. 

After we finished our assignment at the farm we managed to make 
it to Phoenix. We had scheduled a few concerts there — ^that we hoped 
would provide enough finances to make it back home to Ohio. 

Now, at the risk of sounding simplistic and appearing to be an otf- 
the-wall fanatic, allow me to say that God literally opened the win- 
dows of heaven and poured out finances from most unexpected 
sources. We sang at small mission chm-ches and big churches. We 
sang at an Arabian horse farm for the workers. And a couple of tour- 
ists firom central Ohio, who recognized our name on the back of the 
wagon, ran me down to say hi — and to hand us an offering they telt 
God had impressed them to give. God provided for all our needs. 

After getting a clearer understanding about our vicissitudes and 
triumphs in a "typical" assignment in our ministry, the Alma Church 
of God congregation has continued, and increased, its support of our 
organization through prayer and financial assistance. 

Two days after our visit to Alma, Michigan, a young couple who 
had known us since our early days at the church, called to share a 
burden God had laid on their hearts. They had learned at the confer- 
ence about our transportation needs. 

"Simon," I heard our friend Jesse Meyer say over the telephone. 
"Will you and Cecilia go and look for a new van that would be com- 
fortable and functional for your ministry needs? Call me when you 
find it, and I will send you a check for the enfire cost," 

At the dealership in Mansfield, Ohio, near where we I ive, the sales- 
man half-heartedly showed me the GMC van we had selected. "How 
much money do you have for a down payment?" he wanted to know. 

"Well, actually, we don't have any money with us, but we should 
be able to pick it up in a couple of days. Do you think you can have it 
ready by then?" I asked him. 

"But how do you expect to pay for it?" he sounded a bit exasper- 
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ated. 

"Cash." 

"Oh.'- 

God has used the Nussbaums from Ohio, Jesse and Marissa Meyer 
(not their real names) from Michigan through their charitable foun- 
dation, and other friends from around the country to provide for our 
transportation needs. May God reward them for their faitlifulness to 
the work of His great Kingdom. 



The salaries we draw from our organization are not exorbitant by 
any means. They are just enough to pay our bills, and buy food and 
clothes to wear. Our lifestyle is rather simple, yet comfortable. We 
have raised four healthy kids who cannot say they were ever hungry 
or went without things they needed because of Mom and Dad being 
in the minisUy. Oh, they can say it just to tease and aggravate their 
daddy. In reality they even enjoyed a few luxuries that other kids 
thought were "cool." God has always been there for us when we 
needed a "little extra help." 

Some of God's choicest people live in a small town called Bone 
Gap, in southern Illinois. They are farmers for the most part with 
hearts as big as the land they own. They are generous people. God- 
fearing people. Our friendship goes back a long way. Some of them 
have traveled with us to the mission field on different occasions and 
their support of our work is unending. They lodge us, feed us, and till 
up our gas tank when we're in the area. If they happen to be away at 
the time, we know where they hide the keys to their houses. We just 
make ourselves at home. 

For a long time before they closed their hog businesses we 
would receive a call to pick up a hog they had butchered and frozen 
at the local meatpacking company. Other times it might be a side of 
beef. They raise the sweetest com in the world, the best green beans, 
etc. Our 'fridge' was never empty. 

Another friend from Sanford, Michigan, worked at a grocery store 
for a long time. She kept us supplied with canned food. It would be 
in damaged cans or those with no labels. It became an interesting 
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experience for Laila and Pauline when Mom would send them down- 
stahs to bring up a can of com or some other food she needed. "There 
are no labels on the cans," they would holler from the basement. 
"'Well, pray over them. I'm sure it will be j ust what we need," Mom 
would answer, It usually was! Can you see why 1 say that our chil- 
dren never went hungry? 
God is faithful. 



A question we oiien get is; "How could you travel when your chil- 
dren were small?" 

Actually, in some areas of the ministry, we feel God has spoiled us 
terribly. Caring for our children has been one of those areas. CeciUa's 
mother would not let us leave them with anybody other than 
"Grandma." She considered this to be her "minishy," her "calling." 
Our girls had her wrapped around their little fingers. A gracious, lov- 
ing person, she was a genuine push over — one of a kind. She still 
watches over them from her home in the sky. 

Dorothy May (Tanner), a young public schoolteacher, quit her teach- 
ing job when our son Harry was bom. She lived with us for a long 
time. We could not afford to pay her a salary, but she made the sacri- 
fice because of her love for Jesus, for our work, and for us. 

When Laila and Pauline made their all-important transition into 
teen years, God gave me the opportunity to travel with Evangelist 
Luz Gonzalez. So, Mom stayed home to see them through those first 
two critical years of young-adulthood. 

It should be mentioned that much of the work has been close to 
home. Our involvement in missions is something we do, as funds are 
made available. We made it a practice not to be gone from the chil- 
dren for long periods of time without one of us (Cecilia) staying home. 
We have considered our kids to be our primary responsibility. 

When our youngest daughter, Leticia, was one year old, we moved 
to Ohio, So we waited on the Lord to guide us to the people best 
suited to care for Lety, Well, lo and behold, Cecilia feh led to a young 
couple from a nearby church we visited. When she asked if they would 
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consider taking care of our little girl, they felt we were bestowing the 
greatest honor oti them they had ever received. When we asked how 
inuch money we should pay them, they seemed insulted. "Please, let 
us do this as a contribution to your ministry. You do not have to pay 
U5 anything." Norm and Dora Brown loved our daughter as if she 
were their very own child. 

As adults our children look after Mom and Dad in evety way they 
possibly can. Our oldest daughter, Laila, and her husband Craig are 
two of the largest financial supporters of our ministry. 
Godisfaithfiil! 



After I left my job at the shoe factory in Michigan, our hospital 
and medical insurance coverage ended. For several years we lived 
totally trusting on the mercy of God for our health. Tluough Harry's 
football and wrestling career in school, through Pauline's cheerleading 
years, and through all of Laila's and Lety 's athletic participation God 
was most gracious in keeping us from major problems. 

As we took part in a missions conference at the Pine Castle United 
Methodist Church in Orlando, Florida, a group to which we were 
assigned for ministry, inquired if Cecilia and I had any insurance 
coverage. {Cecilia had not been able to be with me for Sunday ser- 
vices due to a severe cold). When they found out we had no cover- 
age, they immediately voted to get us started on an insurance pro- 
gram. They took the responsibility of paying the premiums for an 
entire year. As it turned out, they ended up paying for more than three 
years — until some of the members moved away and the group merged 
with others from the church. 

They started us off with excellent coverage and the Lord has pro- 
vided ever since for us to keep up the premiums. 

He provides! 
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We will say with Paul in the book of Philippians chapter four, verses 
11-13 and 19: 

I have learned, in whatsoever state I am, therewith to be content. 
I know both how to be abased, and ! know how to abound; 

every where and in all things I am instructed both to be 

full and to be hungry, both to abound and to suffer need. 

I can do all things through Christ which slrengtheneth 

me, 

But my God shall supply all your need according to His 

riches in glory by Christ Jesus." 




Rob Novel) a] "CDimlerpolnt" stufiios recording albinn "CHOSEN." 
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Feeding homeless 
people in St. 
Pelersburg, 
Florida- 



WHAT A THRILL 

It is impossible to imagine a greater thiill in life than helping oth- 
ers cross over the threshold of faith into the immediate presence of 
God. Whether they be intoxicated with pleasure and material success 
or simply groping in the darkness of meaninglessness, confusion, 
and despair. It is wonderful to see them come alive as they break 
through into the liberty and reality of Kingdom life and God's provi- 



To hear my friend, John Wakely, say to me, "Simon, I've got it!" 

"What is it that you've got, John?" 

"Jesus did it all for me, Simon, I simply believed!" 

What a coiossal revelation! 

To hear my brother-in-law say to Cecilia and me, "1 want to have 
what you guys have." He didn't say, "I want to act like you act, talk 
like you talk or walk the way you walk." He just said, "I want to have 
what you have." 

"'Tony, all that we have is Jesm in our hearts and in our lives." 

"That's exactly what 1 want." 

Whatajoy! 

Hearing a cleaning lady in a retreat facility in Mexico City say to 
me, "Sir. are you with the group having these conferences?" 

"Yes ma'am, 1 am, " was my answer 

"Could you talk to me about the Bible?" 

Oh, could I? 

"OK; you talk, I'll work. Just follow me." (1 liked that arrange- 
ment). 

She prayed to receive Jesus as her Savior and Lord of her life after 
our conversation. 



To hear my extremely religious sister say, 
hope 1 am, I think 1 am." 
Now she knows! 



"1 think I'm saved, I 
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The joy of hearing many a farmer say to me, "Simon, will you 
have your wife sing, ' It's Me Again. Lord?' I really need to hear that." 

To have someone say, "Brother Simon, will you remember me in 
prayer? 1 have not felt well for some time." 

"Well, brother or sister, why not call on the name of Jesus right 
now?" 

Praying for Brother Wilson, a convicted killer, at the Jackson, 
Michigan, federal penitentiary, and seeing him lift himself off the 
floor bathed in tears with a glow on his face and the joy of a new life 
in Christ Jesus. 

Seeing the multitudes at a .soccer stadium coming in droves, young 
and old, rich and poor Then hearing them pray, "Lord Jesus, I be- 
lieve You died for me. Save my soul, and help me live for You the 
rest of my life." Others call on His name at an altar of prayer in a 
church, in their homes, or at work — wherever the Spirit of Christ 
makes them aware of their need of Him. 

Our address appears at the beginning of this book. Please let us 
know if we can be of help, Silver and gold we may not have, but such 
as we have we will give you. We'll give you Jesus. 
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^ Where Needed 

^ by Simon Avila 



A book of inspiraiion lliai spMks volumes of God's power 
proleclion. and mimsiry Ihrougli. iwo people w'ho love Him 
dearly. You laugh, cry. anti praise God stniLillaneousty as you sec 
nh marvelous grace in action, II is true thai, behind cvct> gond 
man there is a jjood woman - il is obvious in thi^ siory. Bui you 
will also learn Ihal behind every commiued couple ihcrcis a grcJil 
Godvi-aitinyiodounbelievableihings. 

Rev.RayMusic 

St. Paul Uniied M clhndisi Church 

Galicn.Ohio 



"Uh^re Nccdud" sunii up !hc Urq and miniSlf>' of the Singing 
A\-ilas! "ftTiercvcr there is is need. Simon and Cecilia are willing, 
togo. They live according towhatthepropheilsaiah said: "Here I 
am, Lord, send me!" 1 praise God for sending them to our church 
TTiany times, They have challenged us always in their genlk. 
Latin way to be willing Lo go wherever we're needed. Read thcii 
book, invite them 10 your churdi, and you'll find thai ywur hcan 
was also whore they were necdedl 

Dr.EdHimdcy 

Pastor. The Fetlcr;iicd Church 

E.Spnngfteld.P.'i 



"Where 'Needed" \s an incredible account of how God used iJie 
committed lives of Simon and Cecilia Avila, He look Simon out 
of a sboe facioii7 and has u&ed him - along widi his wife - in 
sharing. His Word through Christ-centered music and preaching, 
WhilcPastor of Living Gospel Church we cherished having them 
as our guests in our home and at our church, t hijjhly recommend 
the reading of Ihisbook. hwillchallengeamdthrillyourhearts 
Rev. Otic Beer. Pastor Emeritus 
Nappaiiec. Indiana 




